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Young  Wild  West’s  Leap  in  the  Dark 


OR- 


ARIETTA  AND  THE  UNDERGROUND  STREAM 


By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 


»  CHAPTER  I. 

YOUNG  WILD  WEST  AND  TOMBSTONE  TOM. 

“Whoa,  there!  Look  out,  youngster!  I  come  mighty  near 
ridin’  on  top  of  you  an’  your  sorrel  nag.  Jest  git  out  of  ther 
.dll  yer  Y  I’m  Tombstone  Tom,  ther  terror,  an’  I’m 
on  a  high  oid  spree.  I’d  jest  as  lief  eat  yer  up  as  not. 
Look  out,  there!  I’m  goin’  ter  make  yer  ride  right  up  on 
that  porch  ter  git  out  of  my  way!” 

The  speaker  was  a  brawny  man,  conspicuous  in  a  flaming 
red  shirt.  He  was  mounted  on  a  bony’  mustang  that  was 
jumping  about  savagely  under  the  pressure  of  the  spurs  that 
were  atlacned  to  the  rider’s  heels. 

The  remarks  were  addressed  to  a  handsome,  dashing  young 
fellow,  who  was  mounted  upon  a  spirited  sorrel  stallion. 

The  boy  had  just  reined  in  his  steed  in  front  of  the  Red 
Hot  Tavern,  in  the  mining  camp  called  Hard  Scratch,  Ari¬ 
zona.  when  the  reckless  rider  dashed  up  and  tried  to  run  him 
down. 

Instead  of  becoming  frightened  at  the  manner  of  the  man 
on  the  bony  mustang,  the  boy  simply  turned  his  horse  out  of 
the  way  and  smiled. 

“Go  it  a  little  easy,  my  friend,”  he  said,  coolly.  “If  you 
don’t  I’ll  give  you  a  dump!” 

“You’ll  what!”  roared  Tombstone  Tom,  the  terror,  letting 
up  on  the  spurs  in  his  astonishment.  “You  young  galoot,  I 
want  yer  ter  ride  right  up  on  that  porch  an’  lead  ther  way 
ter  ther  bar!  Do  yer  hear  what  I  say?” 

“I  hear  you,”  was  the  reply,  “but  I  am  not  going  to  do 
it.  You  just  keep  away  from  me  or  you’ll  get  hurt!” 

The  reckless  man,  who  was  under  the  influence  of  liquor, 
uttered  an  oath  and  then  whipped  out  a  six-shooter. 

“Lead  ther  way  inter  ther  bar-room,  you  young  whelp!”  he 
roared.  “If  yer  don’t  do  it  I’ll  jump  right  on  top  of  you  an’ 
your  nag!  I’m  Tombstone  Tom,  an’  my  word  is  law  around 
these  diggin’s.” 

Then  the  bony  mustang  reared  up  and  plunged  straight 
for  the  boy  on  the  sorrel. 

But  both  the  boy  and  his  mount  knew  their  business. 

There  was  a  quick  leap  from  the  horse,  an  arm  shot  out 
like  a  piston  and  Tombstone  Tom  fell  from  the  saddle  and 
landed  in  a  heap  on  the  ground. 

The  mustang,  relieved  of  the  torment  of  the  cruel  spurs, 
da  n<d  up  the  single  street  of  Hard  Scratch. 

Befor"  Tombstone  Tom  could  make  a  move  to  get  upon 
hi*  f"t  the  dashing  looking  young  fellow  was  on  the  ground 
before  him. 

A  >, .  <  k  kirk  sent  the  revolver  flying  from  the  man’s  hand, 
and  then  he  was  grabbed  by  tjie  collar. 

A  low  cry  of  astonishment  went  up  from  the  dozen  miners 
gathered  about  the  door  of  the  tavern  as  the  boy  lifted 


Tombstone  Tom  to  his  feet  as  easily  as  though  he  had  been 
a  child. 

A  sudden  twist  of  his  arms  and  the  man  whirled  about 
two  or  three  times  and  then  went  staggering  across  the 
road  until  he  recovered  his  balance. 

“Now  then,  you  ugly  looking  galoot,  if  you  are  looking  for 
a  fight,  come  on!  You  have  just  got  me  in  the  humor  to 
clean  some  one  up,  and  you  are  the  one  I  want  to  tackle!” 

The  words  were  scarcely  out  of  his  mouth  when  he  sprang 
at  the  man  and  hit  him  a  blow  in  the  face  with  his  right  fist. 

As  Tombstone  Tom  staggered  back  another  blow  caught 
him,  this  time  on  the  chin,  and  his  head  flew  back  as  though 
his  neck  had  been  unjointed,  and  down  he  went  in  a  sitting 
position  in  the  sand. 

A  little  old  man  with  chin-whiskers,  who  had  been  stand¬ 
ing  on  the  porch  of  the  tavern,  took  off  his  hat,  and  waving 
it  over  his  head,  shouted: 

“Three  cheers  fur  ther  gamest  boy  what  ever  struck  Hard 
Scratch,  boys!  He’s  knocked  ther  spots  out  of  ther  Terror, 
which  is  somethin’  no  man  ever  done  yet!  Hooray!” 

Almost  every  man  in  the  bunch  joined  in  the  cheering,  and 
they  would  have  all  done  it  if  it  had  not  been  that  some  were 
afraid  of  the  drunken  man,  who  had  met  his  Waterloo  in 
such  a  sudden  manner. 

Tombstone  Tom,  the  Terror,  was  in  no  hurry  to  get  up. 

He  sat  there,  looking  around  him  in  a  dazed  way. 

But  if  he  did  not  get  up  himself  lie  was  hustled  to  his  feet, 
for  the  boy  had  not  done  with  him  yet. 

Once  more  he  felt  an  iron  grip  on  his  shirt  collar  and  then 
again  he  was  lifted  to  his  feet. 

“Have  you  got  enough,  my  friend?” 

The  words  were  spoken  as  coolly  as  though  the  boy  was 
simply  asking  an  ordinary  question. 

“Wha — what?”  stammered  Tombstone  Tom,  looking  at  the 
boy  and  blinking  like  an  owl  in  the  sun. 

“I  asked  you  if  you  had  enough.  Didn’t  you  understand 
what  I  said?” 

“Did  you  hit  me,  you  young - ” 

“Shut  up!  Don’t  call  me  any  names!  If  you  do  I  will 
thrash  you  so  you  won’t  know  you’re  alive!” 

But  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  had  received  such  a  rough 
handling,  the  reckless  man  was  not  satisfied. 

He  now  fled  into  a  terrible  rage,  and  finding  that  his  re¬ 
volver  was  not  in  his  belt,  he  drew  an  ugly  looking  knife  and 
made  a  lunge  at  the  boy. 

If  the  point  of  the  blade  had  landed  where  lie  wanted  it 
to  the  boy  would  have  dropped  dying  to  the  ground.  But 
it  did  not. 

A  muscular  left  hand  caught  the  villain  by  the  wrist  and 
a  clenched  right  fist  brought  up  against  his  mouth  at  the 
same  time. 

Spat! 
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“Wow!  Oh,  oh!” 

.The  yell  he  Terror  uttered  was  on  account  of  a  twist  that 
his  wrist  received. 

i'he  knife  dropped  to  the  ground,  and  then - 

Spat! 

Another  blow  struck  him  in  the  face  and  down  went  the 
man  in  an  unconscious  condition. 

Then  the  dashing  looking  boy  coolly  walked  to  where  his 
horse  was  standing,  and  taking  the  animal  by  the  bridle,  led 
him  to  a  hitching-post. 

He  did  not  tie  him,  but  simply  allowed  the  bridle  rein  to 
drop  over  the  sorrel's  head. 

“How  are  you,  gentlemen?”  said  the  boy,  smiling  at  the 
crowd.  “I  always  have  a  way  of  speaking  to  strangers  when 
1  ride  up,  but  I  did  not  have  the  chance  before,  since  that 
fellow  dashed  at  me  so  suddenly.  Is  the  landlord  of  the 
tavern  here?” 

‘  1  ■  •*  ykon  I’  mther  galoot  you’re  lookin’  fur,  boy,”  spoke 
up  a  red-faced  man,  stepping  out  and  bowing.  “I’m  Jack 
Pepper,  an’  I  keep  ther  sweelest  joint  ever  seen  in  an  Arizony 
minin’  camp.  Do  yer  want  ter  put  up  here  to-night?” 

“Well,  there  is  six  in  our  party,  not  to  speak  of  the  two 
Chinamen  we  have  got  along  as  servants,”  replied  the  boy. 

“Good!  They  kin  be  ’commodated  here  all  right.  But  ther 
two  heathens  will  have  ter  sleep  on  ther  floor  in  ther  back 
kitchen.  Yer  see,  we’ve  got  a  few  boarders  here  jest  now, 
an’  though  my  shanty  is  ther  biggest  in  ther  camp,  I  can’t 
find  sleepin’  ’commodations  fur  more’n  twenty,  an’  then  as 
many  as  six  will  have  ter  sleep  in  one  room.” 

“Well,,  there  are  three  ladies  in  our  party,  and  if  you 
can  let  them  have  a  room  I  guess  the  rest  of  us  can  make 
out  If  we  can’t  do  any  better  we’ll  sleep  out  of  doors,  the 
same  as  we  are  in  the  habit  of  doing  the  most  of  the  time. 
When  we  strike  a  camp  with  a  decent  hotel  in  it  we  always 
feel  like  putting  up  at  it,  just  for  a  change.  I  like  the  looks 
of  your  place,  so  I  guess  we’ll  stay  here.” 

“Good!  I  like  ther  looks  of  you,  too,  an’  yer  kin  bet  your 
last  dollar  that  you’ll  have  no  complaints  ter  make  when  yer 
leave  here.  Say,  I’m  jest  tickled  ter  death  over  ther  lickin’ 
yer  jest  give  Tombstone  Tom.  How  did  yer  do  it,  anyhow?” 

“Wasn’t  you  looking?” 

“Yes,  I  was  lookin’,  but  yer  sorter  dazzled  my  eyes,  yer 
moved  so  quick.  Thunder!  You’re  only  a  boy  in  looks,  but 
yer  act  like  half  a  dozen  men  when  yer  start  in  ter  lick  a 
galoot!” 

The  boy  smiled  at  this  remark. 

Standing  there  in  his  neat-fitting  hunting  suit  of  buck- 
skn,  he  certainly  made  a  true  picture  of  budding  manhood. 

He  was  about  the  average  height,  broad-shouldered  and  as 
supple  as  a  willow.  "  ^ 

A  man  in  size,  strength  and  agility,  but  a  boy  in  years 
and  looks. 

A  wealth  of  chestnut  hair  bung  over  bis  shoulders,  setting 
ofF  bis  handsome  face  to  the  best  of  advantage,  and  a  Win¬ 
chester  rifle  strapped  over  his  Moulder,  which  had  not  im¬ 
peded  his  movements  in  the  least  when  he  thrashed  the  bad 
man,  together  with  a  belt  that  contained  a  brace  of  revolvers 
and  a  buekhom  howie,  gave  him  all  the  appearance  of  being 
a  true  son  of  the  Wild  West. 


And  this  is  just  what  he  was,  for  the  dashing  boy  was  no 
othei;  than  Young  Wild  West,  the  Champion  Deadshot  of  the 
West.  Prince  of  the  Saddle  and  young  mine  owner. 

With  his  friends  he  had  struck  Hard  Scratch  about  four  in 
the  afternoon  of  a  very  hot  day. 

Leaving  them  under  the  shade  of  some  trees  at  the  out¬ 
skirts,  he  had  galloped  into  the  town  to  see  if  there  was  a 
tavern  they  could  put  up  at  until  the  following  day. 

It  was  a  rather  warm  reception  that  he  received  when 
h°  reined  in  his  sorrel  stallion  Spitfire  in  front  of  the  tavern, 
but  he  had  managed  to  make  it  a  great  deal  wanner  for  the 
ruffian  who  had  attacked  him. 

All  the  miners  who  had  witnessed  the  one-sided  contest  had 
net  followed  the  boy  inside  the  tavern. 

Four  of  them  had  stayed  outside  to  render  the  defeated 
Terror  their  assistance. 

Tombstone  Tom  was  well  known  in  Hard  Scratch,  and  he 
was  really  wlia(  he  claimed  to  be — a  Terror. 

Those  who  wanted  to  help  him  feared  him,  and  that  was 
why  they  were  doing  it. 

They  got  him  to  the  camp,  and  after  about  ten  minutes  he 
came  to  sufficiently  to  realize  that  he  had  been  thrashed 


within  an  inch  of  his  life. 

^  oung  Wild  West  looked  outside 
on  a  box*  under  a  tree. 


and  shw  the  rascal  sitting 


He  counted  five  men  with  him,  and  then  he  nodded  and  ob¬ 
served  to  the  landlord: 

“I  suppose  those  fellows  don’t  like  me  very  much  for 
thrashing  Tombstone  Tom;  they  seem  to  be  friends  of  his.” 

“Well,  I  reckon  they  want  ter  keep  on  ther  right  side  of 
him.  Tom  is  somethin’  fierce  when  he  gits  started.  He’d  Jest 
as  lief  shoot  a  galoot  as  ter  take  a  chaw  of  tobacker.” 

“Well,  I  hope  he  don’t  try  to  shoot  me.  If  he  has  a  notion 
of  doing  it  he  had  better  order  his  grave  dug  before  he  starts 
in.  I  have  met  so  many  such  fellows  as  he  that  I  am  actually 
getting  tired  of  it.  I  never  look  for  trouble,  but  I  won’t  let 
such  a  bluffing  galoot  as  he  is  order  me  about.  I  guess  I 
wasn’t  born  to  be  ordered  to  do  things  I  don’t  want  to  do. 
Let  us  all  have  something,  landlord.  A  cigar  will  do  for  me, 
for  I  never  drink  anything  strong.” 

The  proprietor  hastened  to  put  on  the  drinks  and  cigars 
and  the  crowd  joined  in  wishing  good  luck  to  the  boy. 

“Who  might  it  be  that  we’re  drinkin’  with?”  the  little 
man  who  had  proposed  the  cheers  asked. 

“Young  Wild  West  is  my  name.” 

“Oh!” 

Then  the  little  man  put  out  his  hand  and  gave  our  hero  a 
hearty  shake. 

“I’ve  heard  of  yer,  my  boy,”  he  said.  “No  wonder  yer  give 
Tombstone  Tom  his  medicine  so  easy!  Why,  boys,  this  young 
feller  could  lick  a  dozen  fellers,  let  alone  one!  He’s  Young 
Wild  West,  an’  he  holds  ther  title  of  ther  Champeen  Deadshot 
of  ther  whole  West!” 

Then  they  all  wanted  to  shake  hands  with  him,  so  Young 
Wild  West  smilingly  gave  them  the  privilege. 

“Well,  I  guess  I’ll  go  and  let  my  friends  know  that  we  can 
be  accommodated  here,”  he  said  a  couple  of  minutes  later. 
“Just  have  a  nice  room  ready  for  the  girls,  landlord” 

“Yer  kin  bet  I  will,  Young  Wild  West.  Them  gals  you’re 
goin’  ter  fetch  here  will  find  jest  as  nice  a  room  as  was  ever 
put  in  a  shanty.  I’ll  go  an’  tell  ther  old  woman  right  away.” 

The  dashing  boy  gave  a  nod  and  then  went  out  and 
mounted  his  waiting  horse. 

Tombstone  Tom  was  sitting  on  the  bench,  and  near  him 
stood  the  men  who  had  assisted  him.- 

Before  our  hero  could  start  from  the  spot  the  ruffian  arose 
and  pulled  his  shooter,  which  had  been  returned  to  him  by 
one  of  his  cronies. 

“Drop  that!” 

Young  Wild  West  had  divined  his  intention,  and  he  had 
drawn  one  of  his  shooters  in  a  twinkling. 

It  was  on  a  direct  line  with  the  man’s  breast  at  that  mo¬ 
ment.  and  no  one  knew  it  any  better  than  Tombstone  Tom 
himself. 

The  weapon  fell  from  his  hand. 

There  was  something  in  the  voice  of  the  dashing  young 
deadshot  that  made  him  quail,  as  well  as  the  action.  * 

“Lift  your  right  foot,  Tombstone  Tom!” 

The  command  rang  out  sharp  and  clear. 

“What  do  yer  mean?”  came  the  reply  from  the  cowed  bad 
man. 

“Do  as  I  say!” 

The  Terror  lifted  his  right  foot. 

Crack! 

Young  Wild  West  fired  and  the  spur  flew  from  the  heel  of 
his  boot. 

“Now  your  left  foot,”  said  the  boy. 

They  were  all  out  of  the  tavern  in  time  to  see  Tombstone 
Tom  obey  the  command. 

Crack ! 

Young  Wild  West  fired  again,  and  off  went  the  other  spur. 

“Now,  you  cowardly  galoot,  you  won’t  have  those  things 
to  jab  in  your  mustang  when  you  catch  him.  If  I  catch  you 
around  with  spurs  on  your  heels  again  I  am  going  to  shoot 
them  off.  just  as  sure  as  my  name  is  Young  Wild  West!" 

\\  ith  that  the  boy  rode  off,  a  cheer  from  those  who  had 
come  out  of  the  tavern  ringing  in  his  ears. 

It  w  as  folly  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  to  the  spfot  where  he 
had  left  lvis  friends,  and  in  a  few  minutes  from  the  time  he 
left  the  tavern  he  was  there. 

His  friends  consisted  of  Cheyenne  Charlie,  an  ex-govern¬ 
ment  scout,  and  his  wife  A - 

woman;  Jim  Daid,  a  boy  of 
nor,  Jim’s  sweetheart,  and 
Arietta  Murdock,  the  swee 
West 

The  six  were  making  a  little  trip  through  Arirona,  just 


viuirt,  "  no  was  a  pretty  young 
about  his  own  age;  Eloise  Ganl* 
last,  but  not  least,  charming 
tlyart  of  dashing  Young  Wila 
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*r  the  adventure  Uiey  could  get  out  of  it,  and  incidentally 
strike  it  rich  in  the  way  of  gold  if  it  came  their  way. 

\\  e  forgot  to  mention  the  two  Chinese  servants,  Hop 
\\  ah  and  Wing  Walt,  who  were  great  Celestials,  especially 

Hop  Wah. 

But  of  them  later  on. 

“VS ell,  Wild,  how  did  yer  make  out?”  Cheyenne  Charlie 
asked,  as  he  twisted  his  drooping  black  mustache  and 
brushed  back  his  flowing  locks. 

~  First-rate,"  was  the  reply.  “We  can  ride  right  up  to 
Hie  tavern.  I  have  made  all  the  arrangements,  besides  giv¬ 
ing  a  bad  man  a  thrashing.  I  haven’t  been  gone  very  long, 
cither." 


CHAPTER  II. 

I  , 

WILD  SHOWS  HOW  HE  CAN  SHOOT. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart  were  attired  similarly  to 
Young  Wild  West  and  armed  exactly  the  same. 

The  girls,  as  they  always  called  Anna,  Arietta  and  Eloise, 
wore  fancy  riding  suits  that  were  as  durable  as  they  were 

pretty. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  was  easily  ten  years  the  senior  of  the 
boys,  but  he  was  still  a  young  man. 

Though  an  experienced  scout  and  Indian  fighter,  he  always 
relied  on  the  judgment  of  our  hero  in  anything  that  came  up. 

This  was  probably  because.  Young  Wild  West  was  always 
cool  in  trying  times  and  quick  to  think  and  act. 

Usually  they  all  rode  in  together  when  they  came  to  a  set¬ 
tlement  or  mining  camp,  but  it  happened  that  Arietta’s  sad¬ 
dle-girth  broke  just  as  they  got  to  a  clump  of  trees  in  sight 
of  the  mining  camp,  and  while  Charlie  was  fixing  it  with  a 
wax-end  the  dashing  young  deadshot  decided  to  leave  them 
all  *h ere,  while  he  rode  in  and  found  out  what  sort  cf  a  place 
m '  ;  s  they  had  struck. 

had  met  a  crowd  of  co\vpuncher§  back  on  the  trail, 
and  from  them  they  had  learned  that  the  nearest  town  was 
called  Hard  Scratch. 

“Tell  us  how  you  thrashed  the  bad  man,  Wild,”  said  Ari¬ 
etta,  as  her  lover  buckled  the  repaired  girth  for  her. 

“Well,  it  was  a  pretty  warm  reception  that  I  got  when  I 
rode  up  in  front  of  the  Red  Hot  Tavern,”  he  replied. 

u  j _ n 

“Probably  that  was  the  reason  it  was  waim,  Wild.  Any¬ 
thing  named  ‘Red  Hot'  ought  to  be  pretty  warm,”  Arietta 

interrupted. 

The  girl  tossed  her  blonde  head  and  laughed,  as  she  got 
off  the  sally. 

“That  might  have  been  the  cause  of  it,  Et;  but  if  I  got 
it  warm  the  fellow  who  tackled  me  certainly  got  it  hot.” 

Then  he  related  just  what  had  occurred. 

“There’s  no  end  ter  them  kind  of  galoots  in  ther  West,  it 
seems,”  remarked  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “I’ve  got  so  I  kin  tell 
one  of  ’em  a  mile  away  now.  I  s’pose  if  you  hadn’t  spunked 
up  he’d  have  made  a  laughin’-stock  of  yer.” 

“Well,  no  one  has  ever  managed  to  quite  do  that  yet,  Char¬ 
lie” 

“Oh,  I  know  that!  I  mean  if  it  had  been  some  one  else 
he’d  been  made  a  laughin’-stock  of.” 

“Not  you,  though.” 

“No!  I  would  have  ripped  a  bullet  into  one  of  his  arms 
afore  he  knew  what  he  was  talkin’  about.  I  don’t  fool  that 
way  with  anybody,  an’  I  don’t  allow  anybody  ter  fool  that 

way  with  me.” 

“So  you  shot  the  spurs  from  his  heels,  eh?”  said  Jim  Dart, 
with  a  laugh.  “It  must  have  been  fun  for  those  who  were 

looking  on.” 

“It  was,  for  the  majority  of  them.  But  the  galoot  has  four 
or  five  friends  the^e,  and  they  all  stuck  to  him.  Not  in  a 
fighting  way,  but  they  were  anxious  to  help  him  and  showed 
all  the  sympathy  they  were  capable  of  handling  just  then.” 

They  were  now  ready,  so  they  started  for  the  tavern,  the 
two  Chinamen  riding  in  the  rear  and  leading  the  two  pack 
hor?ea  that  carried  their  camping  outfit. 

At  the  time  of  which  we  are  writing  the  great  West  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  Rocky  Mountains  was  in  a  much  wilder  state 
than  it  i»  to-day. 

It  ,n  wild  and  dangerous  enough  In  some  parts  yet,  for 
every  now  and  th'-n  we  read  of  hold-ups  and  raids  being 
made  by  desperate  gangs  of  outlaws,  and  of  outbreaks  among 

the  It.  ..a r,»  on  the  different  reservations. 


Mining  camps  like  Hard  Scratch  seldom  had  anything  like 
law  and  order  to  govern  them,  and  if  a  man  got  shot  in  a 
quarrel  there  was  never  an  arrest  made,  simply  because 
there  was  no  one  to  arrest  him. 

But  if  a  man  committed  a  murder  or  stole  a  horse  there 
was  always  plenty  to  take  care  of  him,  and  when  caught 
he  generally  got  hanged  to  the  nearest  tree. 

As  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  traveled  over  the 
wildest  and  most  dangerous  parts  of  the  country,  they  met 
with  ail  sorts  of  dangers  and  exciting  adventures. 

And  it  had  got  to  be  so  that  they  were  never  satisfied  un¬ 
less  they  did  get  into  more  or  less  danger. 

The  party  had  left  Yuma  three  days  before  and  were  going 
up  toward  the  central  part  of  Arizona  just  to  hunt  up  some 
excitement. 

Thus  far  things  had  gone  tamely,  and  when  Young  Wild 
West  met  the  bad  man  in  front  of  the  Red  Hot  Tavern  it  was 
the  first  excitement  he  had  experienced  since  leaving  Yuma. 

They  rode  up  to  the  tavern  at  a  canter,  and  when  they 
came  to  a  halt  the  crowd  gathered  there  gave  a  cheer,  while 
hats  swung  through  the  air  and  feet  stamped  the  rough 
boards  of  the  porch. 

Jack  Pepper,  the  proprietor,  was  there,  and  beside  him 
stood  a  smiling  woman,  who  v/as  his  wife. 

She  had  hurriedly  prepared  a  room  for  the  girls,  and  now 
she  was  on  the  porch  to  greet  them. 

Wild  cast  a  glance  around  and  found  that  Tombstone  Tom 
was  not  present. 

The  men  who  had  assisted  him  after  his  knockout  were, 
though,  and  they  simply  looked  on  and  took  no  part  in  the 
demonstration. 

The  girls  were  ushered  in  the  house  in  gracious  style  by 
the  landlady. 

The  two  Chinamen  went  around  to  the  rear  with  the 
horses,  and  then  Young  Wild  West  and  his  two  partners 
made  their  way  into  the  part  of  the  tavern  that  was  used  as 
a  bar-room. 

There  was  only  one  man  there  when  they  came  in,  and 
that  was  Tombstone  Tom. 

His  face  flushed  when  he  saw  our  hero,  but  ho  said  noth¬ 
ing. 

Wild  looked  down  at  his  feet  and  found  that  there  were 
no  spurs  there.  i 

The  rascal  saw  the  glance  and  moved  uneasily. 

“Where  is  ther  galoot  what  was  goin’  ter  ride  on  top  of 
yer,  Wild?”  Cheyenne  Charlie  asked,  for  he  thought  right 
away  that  this  was  the  man. 

“There  he  is,”  the  dashing  young  deadshot  replied,  nodding 
at  the  Terror.  “I  guess  he  feels  better  now.” 

“Well,  his  nose  an’  mouth  is  putty  well  swelled.  I  reckon 
he  feels  as  though  a  horse  kicked  him,  by  ther  looks  of  him.” 

The  scout  laughed. 

He  did  not  care  whether  the  bad  man  liked  it  or  not. 

But  Tombstone.  Tom  wisely  refrained  from  getting  angry. 

The  crowd  canfe  in,  as  all  were  interested  in  Young  Wild 
West  now. 

But  the  boy  paid  little  or  no  attention  to  them. 

He  arranged  to  stop  over  night  at  the  tavern  and  paid  the 
bill  in  advance. 

Then,  as  he  was  about  ,to  go  out  and  see  if  the  horses  were 
being  properly  cared  for,  the  landlord  exclaimed: 

“Young  Wild  West,  there’s  a  couple  of  ther  leadin’  citi¬ 
zens  of  Hard  Scratch  here  who  would  like  ter  see  how  yer 
kin  shoot.  They  wasn’t  there  when  yer  ripped  ther  spurs  off 
ther  Terror’s  heels,  an’  they  ain’t  inclined  ter  believe  that 
yer  done  it.” 

“Why,  they  don’t  think  that  was  such  good  shooting,  do 
they,  Mr.  Peoper?”  asked  Wild,  who  was  always  ready  to 
give  an  exhibition. 

He  knew  that  good1  shooting  always  had  a  tendency  to 
make  the  bad  element  behave. 

“Pm  one  what  would  like  ter  see  yer  make  as  good  a  shot 
as  they  say  yer  done,”  spoke  up  a  pock-marked  man  with 
scraggy  red  whiskers.  “I  asked  ther  Terror  about  it,  an’  he 
says  he  don’t  know  how  he  lost  his  spurs.  He  says  yer  shot 
at  his  heels,  but  he  don’t  know  but  that  he  lost  ther  spurs 
when  he  was  layin’  on  ther  ground  in  a  dazed  condition.” 

“Oh!  I  guess  he  knows  just  how  he  lost  them,”  retorted 
Wild,  with  a  smile.  “He  doesn’t  like  to  own  up,  that’s  all. 
It  is  a  wonder  to  mo  that  he  hasn’t  lost  more  than  his  spurs 
before  this.  I  have  seen  men  shot  dead  for  acting  the  way 
he  did  when  I  rode  up  to  the  tavern.” 

Our  hero  could  tell  plainly  that  the  man  with  the  red 
whiskers  was  a  sort  of  bully  himself. 
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He  deckled  to  show  him  what  a  little  straight  shooting 
Was. 

"What  is  your  name,  my  friend?”  he  asked,  stepping  over 
to  him. 

“Red  Runyon  is  ther  handle  I  goes  by,”  was  the  reply. 

“And  you  are  one  of  the  leading  citizens  of  Hard  Scratch, 
are  you?” 

“I  reckon  so.  I  was  among  ther  first  lot  what  struck  ther 
sand  hill  out  there.  It  was  me  what  named  ther  camp,  fur  1 
it  was  hard  scratchin’  here  at  first,  an'  I  said  as  how  Hard  j 
Scratch  would  be  ther  proper  name  fur  it.  I’ve  been  ther 
direct  cause  of  seven  funerals  since  I’ve  been  here,  too,  an’ 

I  ain’t  got  no  idea  how  many  more  galoots  I’ll  drop  afore  I 
die." 

“Well,  I  should  say  that  you  were  one  of  the  leading  citi¬ 
zens,  Mr.  Red  Runyon.  How  is  it  that  you  and  Tombstone 
Tom  live  in  the  same  camp?” 

“We  ain’t  never  had  ther  least  trouble,  have  we,  Tom?” 
answered  the  miner,  as  he  turned  to  the  Terror. 

“No,”  was  the  reply;  “I  reckon  we  was  made  ter  drive 
double,  Red.” 

“So  you  would  like  to  see  me  do  some  shooting  that  is  as 
good  as  I  did  when  I  ripped  the  spurs  from  the  heels  of  the 
Terror,  eh?”  Wild  queried  in  his  cool  and  easy  way. 

“Yes,  I  would,  young  feller.” 

“Well,  do  you  value  that  pipe  much  you  are  smoking?” 

“No;  if  I  was  ter  lose  it  I’ve  got  two  or  three  more  layin’ 
around  my  shanty.” 

“Good!  You  are  well  supplied,  I  should  say.” 

Wild  then  stepped  back  as  though  he  was  going  into  the 
rear  room,  but  wheeling  suddenly,  he  drew  his  shooter  and 
leveled  it  in  the  direction  of  Red  Runyon. 

C  rack ! 

As  the  report  rahg  out  the  bowl  of  the  pipe  disappeared 
and  the  astonished  miner  found  himself  with  the  stem  in  his 
mouth. 

“How  was  that?”  asked  the  young  deadshet,  coolly.  “Now 
do  you  believe  that  I  shot  the  spurs  off  the  heels  of  the  Ter¬ 
ror?” 

“Jumpin’  gallinippers!”  yelled  Red  Runyon,  as  he  took 
the  pipe-stem  from  between  his  fingers.  “What  was  that, 
anyhow?” 

“Didn’t  you  see  it?” 

The  man  was  holding  the  piece  of  broken  stem  out  so 
all  could  see  it,  when - 

Crack ! 

Wild  fired  again  and  took  half  of  it  out  of  his  fingers. 

He  was  a  good  ten  feet  from  him,  too,  so  it  was  enough 

to  make  the  men  in  the  tavern  marvel. 

“Now,”  said  Wild,  just  as  though  he  had  not  yet  showed 
what  he  could  do  in  the  line  of  shooting,  “I  will  show  you 

some  pretty  good  shooting.  Mr.  Runyon,  I  notice  that  one 

of  your  eye-teeth  sticks  down  a  little  further  than  the  other. 
Just  stand  over  there  in  the  corner  and  open  your  mouth 
good  and  wide.” 

The  man  gasped  and  looked  as  though  he  could  not  be¬ 
lieve  his  own  ears. 

“What  do  yer  want  me  ter  stand  over  in  ther  corner  an’ 
open  my  mouth  fur?”  he  managed  to  ask. 

“I  want  to  trim  the  tooth  that  is  a  little  too  long  to  match 
the'  other,  that’s  all.” 

“Say!  Don’t  ask  me  ter  do  that,  please.  I  believe  yer 
could  do  it,  though,  an’  not  hurt  me  a  bit;  but  I  don’t  want 
ter  let  yer.  It’s  all  right,  Young  Wild  West;  I  won’t  never 
doubt  anything  I  hear  that  yer  do  after  this.  Thunder,  but 
jest  think  of  it!” 

Wild  had  made  himself  more  popular  than  ever  with  the 
men  of  Hard  Scratch. 

Those  who  did  not  like  him — and  there  were  some  there — 
feared  him  more  than  ever,  too.  , 

Tombstone  Tom  was  completely  crushed,  for  the  time 
being. 

It  was  evident  that  he  had  expected  Red  Runyon  to  pick 
a  row  with  the  dashing  young  deadsoht,  and  then  he  would 
have  joined  in  and  tried  to  get  revenge  for  the  treatment  he 
had  received. 

But  the  shooting  of  the  pipe  and  then  the  stem  capped  the 
climax. 

Ntrt  a  man  who  saw  it  done  would  have  thought  of  trying 
to  pick  a  row  with  Young  Wild  West  now. 

Hed  Runyon  pulled  a  bag  of  money  from  his  pocket  and 
tossed  it  on  the  bar. 

“Everybody  drinks  ter  ther  health  of  ther  champion  of  all 
ther  deadshots!”  he  exclaimed. 


It  was  just  at  that  moment  that  one  of  the  Chinamen  o-  i 
longing  to  Young  Wild  West’s  party  came  in. 

It  was  Hop  Wah,  the  most  innocent  looking  of  the  two. 

But  though  he  looked  to  be  innocent,  he  was  far  from  it. 

He  was  one  of  the  most  slick  sleight-of-hand  perform ers 
that  ever  deceived  the  eye  of  an  audience. 

Added  to  this,  he  was  a  pronounced  gambler  and  a  lover 
of  liquor.  . 

Those  were  his  bad  habits,  but  he  had  good  ones,  too. 

“What’s  ther  matter,  you  heathen  galoot?”  said  Cheyenne 
Charlie,  as  the  Celestial  walked  up  to  the  bar;  “can’t  git 
along  without  a  little  tanglefoot,  I  s’pose?” 

“No,  Misler  Charlie,”  was  the  reply;  “me  havee  velly  gleat 
pain;  me  must  havee  lillee  tanglefoot.” 

“A  heathen  Chinee  can’t  drink  at  this  bar!”  roared  Red 
Runyon,  pulling  his  revolver. 

“Oh,  yes,  he  can,”  spoke  up  Wild.  “That  Chinaman  is  with 
us.” 


“Lat  makee  allee  diffelence  in  um  world.  Misler  Bad  Meli- 
can  Man,”  said  Hop,  smiling  blandly.  “Me  hear  you  say 
evelybody  dlink,  so  me  dlink  with  you,  allee  samee  Melican 
mans.” 

“Jumpin’  gallinippers!  Give  ther  heathen  ther  best  there 
is  in  ther  shebang,  Pepper!”  cried  the  miner. 

“Me  dlink  some  tanglefoot;  len  me  showee  nicee  lillee 
magic  tlick,”  Hop  said,  smiling  sweetly. 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE  CHINESE  MAGICIAN. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  knew  the  Chinaman 
was  perfectly  able  to  show  the  miners  a  mystifying  trick 

And  as  he  seemed  to  be  in  the  humor  to  perform  some  of 
his  sleight-of-hand  work,  they  were  willing  that  he  should  go 
ahead.  ”c*-> 

“All  r'ght.  Hop,”  Wild  said;  “go  ahead  and  show  us£ 
thing.  But  look  out  you  don’t  drink  too  much  tangu^'ot. 
We  may  leave  early  in  the  morning,  and  I  want  you  to  be 
in  condition  to  do  your  work  if  we  do.” 

“Me  feelee  allee  samee  singee  bird  in  um  morning,”  Hop 
answered. 

Then  he  swallowed  the  drink  he  had  poured  out  and  bowed 
to  the  crowd. 

By  this  time  the  room  was  pretty  well  filled  up,  for  the 
shooting  had  attracted  others  there. 

Hop  usually  selected  a  victim  to  get  the  laugh  on  when  he 
performed  tricks  in  a  bar-room. 

Jt  was  duite  natural  that  he  should  'select  the  red-whis¬ 
kered  man,  since  he  had  shown  such  opposition  to  him  when 
he  entered  the  place. 

“You  velly  nicee  man,”  he  said,  feeling  of  a  button  on  the 
miner’s  shirt  front.  “Me  likee  you;  you  tleatee  poor  Chinee, 
so  me  showee  velly  nicee  lillee  tlick.” 

Red  Runyon  had  no  idea  that  the  foundation  of  the  trick 
was  being  laid  while  the  wily  Celestial  was  talking  to  him, 
but  such  was  the  case,  for  Hop  was  not  only  fooling  with 
the  button  on  his  shirt,  but  putting  something  under  the 
garment  at  the  same  time. 

“What  is  the  trick  you’re  goin’  ter  show  me?”  asked  the 
miner,  emphasizing  the  word  “me,”  for  he  seemed  to  feel 
pleased  at  the  way  the  Chinaman  was  praising  him  up. 

Hop  stepped  back  suddenly. 

“You  eatee  um  sausage  for  um  dinner!”  he  said,  excitedly, 
and  waving  his  hands  at  the  astonished  man. 

“That’s  a  lie!”  was  the  retort.  “I  ain’t  seen  a  sausage  since 
I  left  Denver  two  years  ago.” 

Hop  shook  his  head  doubtinglv. 

“Me  no  makee  mistake,  so  be,”  he  declared.  “Whattee 
gottee  here?  You  eatee  sausage,  and  you  puttee  some  un¬ 
der  shirt ee  to  savee;  you  havee  sausagee  two  years  ago  in 
Denver,  and  you  savee  somee  till  now.” 
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Then  he  caught  hold  of  a  string  that  was  sticking  from  the 
opening  in  Red  Runyon’s  shirt,  and  putting  his  left  hand 
aga-’nst  his  breast,  began  pulling  upon  it. 

He  made  it  appear  that  he  was  pulling  all  his  might,  but 
he  was  not,  of  course. 

Suddenly  a  string  of  half  a  dozen  sausages  came  from 
under  the  flannel  shirt  the  miner  wore.  A* 

“Wow!”  cr  ed  Red  Runyon.  “Where  in  thunder  did  them 
things  come  from?” 

He  was  the  picture  of  amazement,  and  Hop  Wah  look  d 
to  be  the  same. 
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“G iVs'.t  pantaloons.  Red,  yer  don’t  mean  ter  say  that  you’ve 
v :  t.t’.n  ;.ungs  uiub  r  your  shirt  fur  two  years,  do  yer?” 

cr.od  Pepper,  the  landlord. 

“1'iiunvu  r,  rfo!  was  the  reply.  “I  ain’t  got  ther  least  idee 
hou  iht\  come  ter  be  there.  Mighty  funny,  1  say!” 

“Velly  stlange,"  commented  Hop. 

l'hen  ho  calmly  squeezed  the  supposed  sausages  in  his 
hand,  or.e  at  a  time,  and  they  vanished  from  sight. 

This  was  something  great  in  the  eyes  of  the  men. 

Hov.  the  Chinaman  had  caused  the  sausages  to  disappear 
they  did  not  know. 

If  they  had  known  that  they  were  but  skins  made  of  rub- 

W.,  . I  with  air,  it  would  have  seemed  simple  enough. 

“Me  i.kee  have  you  hat  lillee  while,”  said  Hop,  just  as 
though  nothing  strange  had  happened. 

“  V*  hat  do  yer  want  it  fur?”  asked  Red  Runyon,  looking  a 
bit  doubtful.  I 

“Me  wantee  see  whattee  you  got  in  um.” 

“Well,  there  ain’t  nothin’  in  it.” 

“Ain't  your  head  in  it,  you  big  galoot?”  asked  the  land¬ 
lord,  with  a  chuckle. 

There  was  a  laugh  at  this  and  then  the  spectators  were 
restored  to  their  normal  state  again. 

Hop  reached  over  and  took  the  hat  from  the  man’s  head. 

It  was  a  high-crowned  sombrero  such  as  the  Mexicans 
wear. 

The  Celestial  stepped  over  to  a  corner  of  the  room,  so  no 
one  could  look  at  him  from  behind,  and  then  began  to  ex¬ 
amine  the  inside  of  the  hat. 

Pretty  soon  he  put  his  hand  in  it  and  drew  out  a  pack  of 
cards. 

It  was  the  oldtime  hat  trick  which  nearly  every  magician 
in  the  country  has  performed  over  and  over  again. 

Rut  when  it  is  done  right  it  is  always  bound  to  create  a 
laugh. 

“You  play  dlaw  pokee,  me  see,”  sa:'d  Hop,  smilingly. 

“I  reckon  I  do,”  was  the  reply.  “But  I  didn’t  put  them 
ni>ds  in  my  hat.” 

'<*'Y<ru  dlinkee  tanglefoot,”  went  on  Hop,  and  then  he  took 
out  a  pint  flask  and  placed  it  on  a  chair  at  his  side. 

The  flask  was  empty,  as  might  be  supposed,  for  the  Celes¬ 
tial  was  not  exposing  any  that  had  liquor  in  them. 

That  was  not  his  way  of  doing  business. 

The  miners  looked  at  him  in  astonishment. 

“You  likee  know  whattee  timee  is,”  went  on  Hop,  and 
then  he  pulled  out  a  silver  watch. 

The  watch  really  belonged  to  Runyun,  for  Hop  had  picked 
it  from  his  pocket. 

He  looked  aghast  when  he  recognized  it  as  his,  and  found 
that  it  had  disappeared  from  the  place  he  always  carried  it. 
“How  in  thunder  did  that  watch  git  in  my  hat?”  he  cried. 
“Me  no  know,”  answered  Hop,  looking  at  him  and  smiling 
in  his  bland  fashion. 

Then  he  pulled  another  empty  flask  from  the  hat  and 
placed  it  on  the  chair  beside  the  rest  of  the  articles. 

Next  came  Runyon’s  six-shocter. 

The  miner  felt  of  the  holster  at  his  side  and  found  it  was 
not  there,  and  then  he  was  more  surprised  than  ever. 

“How  did  that  git  in  my  hat?”  he  asked,  looking  around 
for  some  one  to  explain  it  to  him.  ‘ 

But  no  one  had  seen  Hop  take  it  from  him,  so  they  did 
not  know. 

The  next  thing  the  Celestial  magician  pulled  out  of  the 
hat  was  a  baby’s  rattle. 

“You  likee  baby  allee 'light,”  said  Hop. 

Then  he  pulled  out  a  clay  pipe  and  two  cigar  stumps. 

“You  likee  smokee,”  he  observed. 

The  next  thing  to  come  to  light  was  a  bottle  of  ink  and  a 
p(  n,  and  when  the  landlord  looked  at  the  shelf  near  the  end 
of  the  bar,  where  he  always  kept  a  pen  and  ink,  and  found 
his  had  vanhhed,  he  knew  they  were  his. 

bjt  he  had  not  seen  the  Chinaman  take  them,  so  he  was 
much  mystified. 

Hop  fell  into  the  hat  again  and  then  brought  forth  slowly 
on.etbing  that  capped  the  climax. 

It  a-  a  big  paper  paiasol  of  various  colors! 

“Lend”  he  exclaimed,  as  he  handed  the  hat  back  to  Red 
Kunyon.  am!  then  .-'.arted  around  the  room  with  the  par;  sol 
over  /.-  h'-ab ;  “me  t'rnWe  your  bat  holdee  plenty,  so  be.” 

“Say,  boy-*,”  cr.ed  t,1  <•  landlord,  “I  call  that  about  ther  best 
1  .(•  <  o  in  tl  <■  \.w  of  mar<c,  don’t  you?” 

Th<y  all  agreed  with  hirn  promptly. 

6oiue  of  ti  « in  could  not  understand  it  at  all.  They  were 


not  willing  to  believe  that  the  various  articles  hud  not  been 
in  the  hat  when  Hop  took  it  from  Runyon. 

But  the  parasol  was  what  staggered  the  most  of  them. 

They  did  not  stop  to  think  that  the  handle  might  be  jointed 
paper,  and  that  the  rest  of  it  could  be  folded  into  a  very 
small  bunch. 

When  they  had  examined  the  hat  thoroughly,  evidently 
for  tiie  purpose  of  assuring  themselves  that  there  was  noth¬ 
ing  more  :n  it,  Red  Runyon  called  for  the  drinks  again. 

“Give  ther  Chinese  professor  ther  best  you’ve  got,  Jack 
Pepper!”  he  exclaimed.  “Nothin’  ain’t  too  good  fur  him.” 

The  miner  had  plenty  of  money  and  he  began  to  let  it  fly. 

“I  tell  yer  what  I  think,”  he  said  a  few  minutes  later, 
“Tombstone  Tom  ought  ter  make  friends  with  Young  Wild 
West.  He  got  an  awful  lickin’,  I  know;  but  he  oughter  be 
glad  he’s  livin'.  S’pose  ther  boy  had  shot  at  his  head  instead 
of  his  spurs!  What  then?  Come,  Tom,  I  reckon  ther  best 
thing  yer  kin  do  is  ter  tell  Young  Wild  West  that  you’re 
sorry  yer  acted  ther  way  yer  did  when  he  rode  up  to  ther 
tavern.” 

“I  don’t  know  as  I  ought  ter  be  sorry  fur  anything  I  done 
ter  him,”  was  the  surly  rejoinder.  “What  did  I  do  ter  him, 
anyhow?  Kin  any  one  tell  me  where  I  even  hurt  a  hair  on 
his  head  ?” 

There  was  a  glitter  in  the  eyes  of  the  rascally  young  fellow 
as  he  looked  around  for  somebody  to  make  a  reply  to  the 
question. 

“Well,  Tom,  I’ll  jest  tell  yer  why  yei  didn’t  hurt  a  hair  in 
Young  Wild  West’s  head,”  answered  the  tavern  keeper;  “it 
was  because  he  wouldn’t  let  yerl  Everybody  what  seen  it 
knows  that.” 

“I  reckon  you’re  gittin’  putty  soon,  Pepper,  or  yer  wouldn’t 
talk  ter  me  that  way.  This  ain’t  ther  only  time  I’ll  ever  be 
in  your  old  shanty,  mebbe!” 

“I  only  said  what  was  right,  though,  Tom.  What’s  ther 
use  of  you  gittin’  mad,  anyhow?  Jest  because  yer  got  a 
lickin’  to-day  don’t  say  that  yer  can’t  be  called  ther  Terror 
no  more.” 

Pepper  was  talking  just  the  least  bit  sarcastic  now,  and  as 
be  had  always  been  very  respectful  when  the  Terror  came 
around  previous  to  this,  it  certainly  looked  as  though  he  was 
piling  it  on  him  a  bit. 

In  his  own  heart  he  no  longer  feared  the  man. 

The  very  fact  that  he  had  been  thrashed  by  a  mere  boy 
was  enough  to  make  him  think  that  a  man  could  do  it,  pro¬ 
viding  he  tried  pretty  hard. 

The  Terror  started  for  the  door. 

“Where  are  yer  goin\  Tom?”  asked  Red  Runyon,  who 
seemed  anxious  to  smooth  things  over. 

“Ter  look  fur  my  nag,”  was  the  reply. 

“Better  do  what  I  said,”  coaxed  the  miner, 

“I  know  my  own  mind  better  than  you  do,  Red.” 

“All  right,  then;  I’ll  say  no  more.” 

Tombstone  Tom  went  on  out  of  the  place. 

He  looked  up  and  down  the  single  street  and  presently  saw 
his  horse  standing  under  a  tree  about  a  hundred  yards  dis¬ 
tant. 

Then  he  started  toward  him  at  a  swift  walk. 

When  he  reached  the  mustang  he  mounted,  and  without 
|  looking  back,  rode  away  at  an  easy  canter. 

1  “Now,  if  I  kin  find  them  two  Injuns  I  reckon  I’ll  fix  it  so 
I’ll  git  square  on  this  Young  Wild  West,”  he  muttered.  “I 
ain’t  ther  same  man  I  was  afore  he  struck  this  town,  an’  I 
know  it.  Ther  lickin’  I  got  from  him  made  some  of  ’em 
laugh,  when  they  used  ter  turn  pale  when  I  come  around, 
lettin’  myself  go.  Ther  galoots  of  Hard  Scratch  ain’t  afraid 
of  me  now;  leastwise  ther  most  of  ’em  ain’t.  There’s  ther 
two  Mosley  brothers  an’  Coxey,  though.  They’d  stick  ter 
me  through  most  anything  ’cause  they’re  a  leetle  afraid  l 
might  tell  how  they  stole  ther  cattle  last  month  if  they 
didn’t.  I  wonder  where  they  went?  With  them  an’  ther  two 
Injuns  I  reckon  I  could  find  a  way  ter  clean  out  that  won¬ 
derful  boy,  what’s  got  ther  strength  of  half  a  dozen  men  an’ 
kin  shoot  so  straight!” 

As  if  to  answer  his  question,  three  men  appeared  riding 
out  of  the  woods  near  at  hand. 

They  were  the  identical  ones  he  had  been  thinking  of. 

The  face  of  Tombstone  Tom  lighted  up. 

“Hello,  boys!”  he  called  out.  “What  are  yer  doin’  here?" 

“Well,  we  reckoned  you’d  come  this  way,  so  we  come  on 
ahead,  Tom,”  one  of  them  answered.  “We  couldn’t  git  Norris 
ter  come  with  us.  He  likes  yer  all  right,  hut  he  says  he 
ain’t  goin’  ter  git  mixed  up  in  any  trouble,  since  he’s  got  a 
wife  an’  child  ter  support.  He  allowed  thut  we’d  try  ter 
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help  yer  pit  square  on  ther  young  galoot  what  walloped  yer 
so,  an’  he  says  he  don’t  want  none  of  it.” 

“Well,  all  right  Let  him  have  his  own  way  about  it.  He’s 
putty  much  of  a  coward,  anyhow.” 

“Where  are  yer  goin’,  Tom?”  asked  the  man  called  Coxey. 

“Well,  I  was  goin’  ter  look  up  my  two  Injun  friends,”  was 
the  reply.  “It  ain’t  only  one  that  we’ve  got  ter  down;  ther 
boy  what  is  called  Young  Wild  West  has  got  two  pards. 
One  of  ’em  is  a  boy  an’  ther  other  is  a  man  what  looks  as  | 
though  he’d  as  lief  fight  as  eat.  An’  there’s  a  Chinaman  ; 
with  ’em,  too.  It  ain’t  an  ordinary  Chinee,  but  a  galoot  what  j 
kin  do  ther  wonderfulest  things  yer  ever  seen  or  heard  of. 

I  reckon  he’d  be  a  bad  man  ter  fool  with.” 

The  men  looked  surprised. 

They  had  no  idea  that  a  Chinaman  could  be  a  bad  man  to 
fool  with. 

All  they  had  ever  met  around  the  mining  carnps  had 
seemed  to  be  very  mild  and  docile. 

The  Mosley  brothers  were  named  Hank  and  Jaka 

They,  like  Coxey,  wei’e  of  the  kind  who  only  lack  a  leader 
to  make  them  do  almost  anything. 

They  were  now  ready  to  help  Tombstone  Tom  out  in  any¬ 
thing  he  wanted  done. 

And  incidentally  they  expected  to  make  something  by 
doing  it. 

“We’ll  ride  along  to  ther  gorge  an’  see  if  we  kin  find  ther 
Injuns,”  the  Terror  said.  “I  reckon  Young  Wild  West  an’ 
his  pards  must  have  some  money  with  ’em,  an’  most  likely 
we  kin  find  a  way  ter  git  it,  an’  git  square  fur  what  ther 
young  galoot  done  ter  me  at  ther  same  time.” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  WOUNDED  STRANGER. 

Supper  time  soon  came  around  and  then  Young  Wild  West 
and  his  partners  went  in  and  joined  the  girls  in  the  scantily- 
furnished  dining-room  of  the  tavern. 

The  floor  was  bare  of  carpet,  but  it  was  clean,  and  there 
was  a  white  cloth  on  the  table. 

The  crockery  was  not  of  the  best,  but  the  food  was,  and 
that  was  what  was  wanted  by  our  friends. 

The  meal  was  a  very  satisfactory  one  to  them,  and  they 
enjoyed  it.  immensely,  since  it  was  the  first  time  they  had 
eaten  under  a  roof  since  leaving  Yuma. 

Hop  and  Wing  were  served  in  the  kitchen,  along  with  the 
two  servants  in  the  employ  of  the  tavern-keeper. 

At  the  table  Cheyenne  Charlie  related  how  Hop  had  sur¬ 
prised  the  men  in  the  bar-room  with  his  magic,  and  there 
was  a  laugh  all  around. 

There  were  those  there  besides  the  girls  who  knew  noth¬ 
ing  about  this,  and  they  expressed  their  surprise  at  a  China¬ 
man  being  able  to  do  so  much,  for  the  average  Son  of  the 
Flowery  Kingdom  to  be  found  in  that  part  of  the  country  was 
generally  supposed  to  be  innocent  and  dull. 

It  was  quite  natural  that  they  should  want  to  be  treated 
to  a  performance,  so  Wild  told  them  that  after  Hop  had  fin¬ 
ished  his  supyier  he  would  call  him  in  the  dining-room  and 
let  him  show  them  a  trick,  providing,  of  course,  that  the  lady 
of  the  house  was  agreeable. 

But  she  was  perfectly  willing,  for  she  had  never  seen 
much  in  that  line,  being  the  daughter  of  a  ranchman  eighty 
miles  distant,  and  having  been  brought  up  where  shows  were 
out  of  the  question. 

So  after  the  table  was  cleared  Wild  found  Hop  and  told 
him  what  was  required  of  him. 

“AUee  light,”  was  the  reply.  “Me  do  velly  nicee  lillee 

tlick.” 

“Give  us  the  boquet  of  flowers  trick  for  the  benefit  of  the 
landlord’s  wife,”  Wild  said.  “Then  you  can  do  something 
funny  if  you  have  a  mind  to.” 

Hop  nodded. 

“Me  be  leady  in  um  fivee  minutes,”  he  remarked. 

It  was  just  about  five  minutes  later  that  he  came  into  the 
rcom  looking  as  innocent  as  a  little  child. 

To  all  appearances,  he  had  nothing  with  him  more  than 
any  Chinaman  would  have,  but  the  pockets  in  that  loose- 
fitting  garment  he  wore  in  lieu  of  a  coat  contained  more 
pockets  than  any  one  would  be  apt  to  dream  of. 

And  in  those  pockets  were  many  things  that  could  be  used  ] 
to  mystify  people,  as  well  as  amuse  them. 
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“Goodec  evening,”  said  Hop,  bowing  right  and  left  an  1  ' 
wagging  his  queue. 

The  salute  was  returned,  and  then  he  took  his  place  at 
the  head  of  the  long  table. 

“Hop,”  said  Young  Wild  West,  rising  to  his  feet,  “the  • 
ladies  and  gentlemen  would  like  to  see  you  do  a  little  magic.”  | 

“Allee  light,”  was  the  reply,  “me  showee  velly  nicee  lillee 
tlick.” 

Then  he  looked  around  the  room  until  his  eyes  Jested  on 
the  landlord’s  wife. 

“Me  havee  lillee  glass  me  pickee  outsidee,”  he  resumed, 
smiling  at  her,  and  pulling  a  bunch  of  grass  from  beneath 
his  gown.  “Me  makee  nicee  flowers  for  you  Horn  um  glass.” 

“What  does  he  say?”  the  woman  asked,  turning  to  Anna, 
who  was  sitting  next  to  her. 

“He  says  he  is  going  to  make  some  nice  flowers  for  you 
from  the  grass  he  has  in  his  hand.” 

“Oh,  he  can’t  do  that,  can  he?” 

“Yes,  I  think  he  can.  He  is  a  very  clever  person,  you 
know.* 

“But  how  can  he  do  it?  That  is  only  common  grass  he 
has  there.” 

Hop  stepped  over  and  handed  her  the  grass. 

“Takee  lookee,”  he  said. 

Then,  while  they  were  looking  at  it,  he  pulled  his  big  yel¬ 
low  handkerchief  from  his  pocket  and  shook  it  out  to  show 
that  there  was  nothing  in  it. 

The  grass  was  handed  back  to  him,  and  then  he  lifted  the 
handkerchief  and  placed  it  under  it. 

He  carefully  worked  the  handkerchief  in  the  shape  of  a 
pyramid,  so  it  would  stand  alone  on  the  table,  and  then 
smiled  and  looked  thoughtfully  at  the  ceiling. 

There  was  a  deep  silence,  for  everybody  was  waiting  to 
see  what  would  happen  next. 

“Me  gottee  velly  smartee  uncle  in  China,”  Hop  remarked, 
shutting  his  eyes  and  shaking  his  head,  as  though  he  was  in 
doubt  about  something.  “He  gleat  mandarin,  and  me  tak^*- 
after  him;  me  makee  bunch  of  glass  turn  to  um  bunchTof 
flowers,  so  be.” 

“Let’s  see  you  do  it,”  said  one  of  the  mine  owners  present. 

“Allee  light.” 

Then  the  Celestial  lifted  the  handkerchief,  and  lying  on 
the  table  was  a  bunch  of  flowers  that  looked  as  though  they 
had  just  been  picked. 

A  murmur  of  surprise  went  up  from  those  not  familiar 
with  Hop’s  tricks. 

The  landlord’s  wife  held  up  her  hands  and  declared  that 
her  eyes  must  be  deceiving  her. 

“Velly  nicee  bunch  of  flowers,”  said  Hop,  shaking  out  the 
handkerchief. 

Then  he  picked  up  the  flowers  and  handed  them  to  the 
woman,  bowing  politely  in  the  act. 

“They  are  just  like  some  I  have  growing  outside,”  she 
said.  “Isn’t  it  wonderful!” 

The  scout  grinned  when  he  heard  this,  for  he  knew  very 
well  that  Hop  was  simply  presenting  her  with  some  of  her 
own  flowers. 

But  it  was  a  very  good  ti'ick,  since  no  one  had  been  able 
to  see  him  put  the  grass  in  his  pocket  and  substitute  the 
flowers  foi^it. 

Hop’s  hands  were  quicker  than  the  eye. 

The  landlady  went  and  get  a  glass  of  water  and  placed 
the  flowers  in  it,  leaving  the  glass  on  the  table. 

Hop  looked  around  and  then  let  his  handkerchief  drop 
over  the  flowers. 

“Oh!”  he  excla;med,  acting  as  though  he  had  not  meant  to 
do  it;  “me  no  mean  to  covce  um  flowers.” 

He  lifted  the  handkerchief  quickly,  and  then,  much  to  the 
astonishment  of  the  lookers-on,  the  flowers  had  vanished  and 
the  bunch  of  grass  was  there  instead. 

“Water  in  um  glass  must  makee  flowers  tumee  back  to  um 
glass,”  Hop  said,  shaking  his  head,  sadly.  “Here,  missus, 
you  takee  and  thlow  um  water  outee.” 

He  picked  up  the  glass  and  handed  it  to  the  astonished 
woman. 

But  the  moment  she  had  it  in  her  hand  the  water  began 
to  hiss  and  bubble  over. 

The  good  woman  uttered  a  cry  of  fright  and  dropped  the 

glass. 

But  the  Chinaman  evidently  anticipated  some  such  action 
from  her,  for  he  deftly  caught  it. 

The  contents  were  spilled  on  the  floor,  however,  which 
made  no  particular  difference,  since  there  was  nothing  there 
it  could  soil. 
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Tv  he  pv:t  the  handkerchief  *  over  the  bunch  of  grass 
agu.n  and  carefully  w  rapped  it  up  as  though  he  did  not  want 

to  break  any  of  the  s nears. 

’ih:s  done,  he  handed  it  to  the  woman  and  told  her  to 
unwrap  the  bunch. 

She  did  so  rather  gingerly. 

rlhe  flowers  were  again  exposed  to  dew. 

"Now  you  takee,  but  no  puttee  in  um  water,”  Hop  said, 
shaking  his  head  “If  um  do  dowers  allee  samee  turnee  to 
bunch ee  glass  some  more.” 

“Thank  you.  Mr.  Hop;  I  will  do  just  as  you  say.  But  isn’t 
it  wonderful?”  and  she  turned  to  the  girls. 

“It  does  seem  wonderful  to  any  one  who  has  not  seen  it 
done  before,’’  Arietta  answered. 

I)o  you  know  how  he  does  it?” 

“No;  I  can’t  say  that  I  do.  But  of  course  he  simply  de¬ 
ceives  you,  you  know.” 

The  woman  shook  her  head. 

“It  is  the  greatest  thing  I  ever  saw  done,”  she  declared. 

But  Hop  was  not  done  yet. 

He  had  a  bigger  surprise  waiting  for  them. 

He  took  from  his  pocket  a  common  pasteboard  matchbox 
of  the  oblong  style. 

Si  ding  the  cover  from  it,  he  showed  all  hands  that  it.  was 

empty. 

“Xow  me  puttee  in  two,  thlee  matehee  and  um  box  jumpee 
alornd  um  table,”  he  remarked,  smiling  blandly. 

“It  will  be  funny  if  you  do,”  spoke  up  a  miner. 

“Velly  funny,”  the  Celestial  assured  him. 

Then  he  took  two  matches,  which  were  furnished  by  Jim, 
and  olaced  them  in  the  box  and  slid  the  cover  on  it. 

Placing  it  near  the  center  of  the  table,  he  throw  his  hand¬ 
kerchief  over  it  and  adjusted  it  carefully  about  the  box. 

While  doing  this  he  told  them  something  more  about  the 
uncle  he  had  in  China.  ,  * 

That  uncle  of  his  must  have  been  a  great  man,  indeed, 
huh  somehow  he  had  never  been  able  to  tell  just  what  his 
gl^atness  consisted  of. 

A  couple  of  minutes  later  he  lifted  the  handkerchief,  and 
then  the  box  gave  a  hop  and  landed  clean  off  the  table. 

Hop  picked  it  up  quickly  and  placed  it  on  the  table  again. 

Then  the  match-box  gave  another  jump  and  landed  a  foot 
away. 

He  righted  it  quickly  and  then  it  wriggled  around  in  a 
semi-circle,  while  the  surprised  ones  held  their  breath. 

“Velly  nicee  lillee  tlick,”  remarked  Hop,  as  he  picked  up 
the  box  and  placed  it  in  his  pocket. 

“Let' me  see  that  box,  won’t  yer?”  asked  a  miner.  “I 
thought  I  seen  little  legs  stickrn’  out  of  ther  bottom  of  it.” 

With  a  smile,  Hop  handed  it  over. 

The  man  opened  it  and  found  the  two  matches  he  had  seen 
put  in  it  before  it  was  covered  with  the  handkerchief. 

He  was  completely  stumped. 

“I  must  have  been  mistaken,”  he  declared.  “But  I’d  like 
ter  know  what  made  ther  blamed  thing  jump  around  like 

that.” 


He  was  not  mistaken  at  all,  for  there  were  legs  stick¬ 
ing  from  the  box  that  had  hopped  around  on  the  table. 

The  legs  belonged  to  a  big  grasshopper,  too,  for  Hop  bad 
put  one  in  that  particular  box  and  allowed  the  legs  to  pro¬ 
trude  through  holes  he  made  for  the  purpose. 

He  had  fixed  up  the  box  before  he  came  into  the  room,  of 
course,  and  it  was  easy  for  him  to  put  it  in  the  place  of  the 
ore  he  placed  the  matches  in. 

It  was  just  as  this  trick  was  concluded  that  the  landlord 
carce  in  leading  a  man  who  was  wounded. 

“Excuse  me  fur  disturbin’  ther  party,”  he  said.  “But  this 
feller  jest  rode  up  in  a  putty  bad  condition.  He’s  lost  so 
much  blood  that  he  feels  faint.  Young  Wild  West,  maybe 
you  know  how  ter  fix  him  up.” 

“Give  me  a  little  whisky  first,”  gasped  the  wounded  man. 
“Then  if  someone  will  bind  up  my  shoulder  I  reckon  I’ll  feel 
better.” 

Cheyenne  Charlie  hastened  to  the  barroom  and  got  the 
liquor  for  the  man. 

He  gulped  it  down  and  then  declared  that  he  felt  better. 

Vdd  and  Jim  got  at  the  wound  in  his  shoulder  and  soon 

dreamed  it. 

It  r.ad  been  made  by  a  glancing  blow  from  an  ax,  so  the 
)t ranger  /aid,  but  be  did  not  tell  them  any  more  just  then. 

Wild  advi-vd  him  to  take  a  sleep  till  morning,  and  he  said 

he  gtmvjMsd  he  would. 

But  he  v.  as  gi  ven  something  to  eat  first 


“That  fellow  has  been  in  a  pretty  luot  fight  with  some¬ 
body,”  Wild  said,  after  they  got  the  man  to  the  room  the 
landlady  turned  over  to  his  use,  which  was  the  same  that 
Wild,  Charlie  and  Jim  were  to  occupy. 

“He  sartinly  has,”  Charlie  hastened  to  reply.  “A  crack 
from  an  ax  is  a  bad  thing,  I  reckon.” 

“He  looks  like  an  honest  fellow,”  Jim  remarked. 

“Oh,  yes.  I  hardly  think  there  is  any  of  the  villain  about 
him,”  our  hero  answered. 

They  went  out  and  had  a  look  at  the  horse  that  had 
brought  the  man  to  the  tavern. 

It  was  an  Indian  pony  and  was  pretty  well  played  out. 

“Just  see  to  it  that  the  horse  has  good  care;  I  will  pay 
for  it  if  the  rider  don’t,”  Wild  said  to  Jack  Pepper. 

“All  right,”  was  the  reply.  “I  was  goin’  ter  take  care  of 
ther  nag  anyhow.  Ther  feller  has  got  money,  ’cause  he  told 
me  so  ther  minute  he  landed  here.  Did  he  say  what  hap¬ 
pened  ter  him?” 

“No,  he  hasn’t  told  us  yet,  any  more  than  he  got  the  wound 
in  his  shoulder  from  an  ax.” 

“Someone  took  him  fur  a  tree,  an’  started  ter  cut  him 
down,  eh?” 

•“It  looks  that  way.” 

“Well,  none  of  ther  boys  has  ever  seen  him  before,  so  we 
don’t  know  his  name.  But  I  reckon  he’ll  be  took  care  of,  as 
well  as  his  nqg,  an’  if  he  ain’t  got  enough  money  ter  pay  fur 
it,  I’ll  be  ther  loser,  that’s  all.” 

The  landlord  was  a  pretty  generous  fellow,  after  all. 

Our  friends  did  not  stay  long  in  the  bar  and  card  rooms 
that  night. 

They  remained  in  the  big  room  at  the  other  side  of  the 
house  with  the  girls  until  it  was  time  to  turn  in,  and  then 
they  were  not  long  in  getting  to  their  sleeping  quarters. 

It  was  a  big  room  in  the  attic  that  Wild  and  his  partners 
were  to  occupy  with  the  wounded  man,  and  when  they  got  to 
it  they  found  him  sleeping  nicely. 

“He’ll  feel  pretty  good  in  the  morning,”  said  Wild.  “Then 
we  will  find  out  what  happened  to  him.” 


V  ■ 

CHAPTER  V. 

RALPH  COOLEY  TELLS  ABOUT  THE  CAVERN  AND  UNDERGROUND 

STREAM. 

The  next  morning  when  Young  Wild  West  arose  he  found 
the  wounded  man  was  awake. 

“If  you  git  me  a  drink  of  water,  pard,  I’d  be  thankful  ter 
yer,”  said  the  man.  “I’m  a  bit  feverish,  I  reckon,  an’  I’ve 
been  wantin’  a  drink  fur  ther  last  two  or  three  hours.” 

“Why  didn’t  you  call  out?”  Wild  answered.  “I  guess  we 
would  have  been  only  too  glad  to  get  you  a  drink.  We  are  all 
human,  you  know.” 

“I  didn’t  want  ter  make  no  trouble  fur  yer.  It  will  taste 
all  ther  better  now  fur  ther  waitin’.” 

Our  hero  was  not  long  in  getting  him  the  water. 

When  he  had  drank  his  fill  he  was  much  refreshed. 

“I  reckon  I’ll  be  all  right  in  a  couple  of  days.  That  cut 
ain’t  very  deep.  Ther  bleedin’  was  ther  worst  part  of  it.  I 
couldn’t  stop  it.” 

“You  must  have  lost  considerable  blood,”  .Wild  answered. 
“So  the  cut  came  from  an  ax,  eh?” 

“Yes,  pard,  an  ax  in  ther  hands  of  a  drunken  Injun,  too. 
It  was  a  hard  fight,  but  I  won  out  after  a  while.  You  see, 
I  was  in  tl^er  hills  back  here  about  forty  miles,  when  I 
struck  a  mighty  big  cavern  that’s  got  no  end  of  passages 
in  it.  They  run  this  way  an’  that,  an’  about  all  of  ’em 
fetches  out  on  ther  bank  of  a  stream  of  water  which  goes  ter 
no  one  knows  where.  It’s  a  mighty  dark-lookin’  stream,  an’ 
it  goes  rushin’  along  an’  makes  a  noise  like  ther  water  in  a 
mill-race.” 

“An  underground  stream,  eh?” 

“Yes,  that’s  what  yer  might  call  it,  ’cause  it  is  sartinly 
under  the  ground.  Well,  as  I  was  goin’  ter  say,  ther  Injun 
what  cut  me  with  ther  ax  took  a  dive  in  that  stream  when 
I  got  hold  of  my  shooter,  which  he  had  knocked  out  of  my 
hand  at  ther  start.  He  jest  let  out  a  yell  an’  chucked  himself 
right  in.  That  was  ther  last  of  ther  galoot,  I  reckon,  'cause 
when  I  picked  up  ther  torch  he  had  stuck  in  a  crevico  an’ 
looked  down  there  was  nothin’  but  black,  rushin'  water  tor 
be  seen.” 

“Rather  funny  that  an  Indian  would  commit  suicide,  isn’t 
it?” 
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“That’s  what  I  thought,  but  I  s’pose  he  thought  it  was  all 
up  with  him  when  he  seen  1  got  my  shooter.” 

“There  was  only  one  in  the  fight  with  you,  then?” 

“No;  there  was  two  of  ’em.  1  dropped  ther  other  one  jest 
afore  ther  galoot  what  jumped  inter  ther  water  knocked  my 
shooter  from  my  hand  with  ther  ax.” 

“Were  they  Apaches?” 

“Yes,  they  was  'Paches,  an’  mighty  bad  ones,  too.  They 
didn't  like  it  ’cause  I  come  in  ther  big  cavern;  seemed  ter 
act  as  though  there  was  somethin’  there  they  didn’t  want 
me  ter  see.  I’d  looked  through  half  a  dozen  of  ther  crooked 
passages  afore  they  come  upon  me.  Then  they  ordered  me 
ter  git  out  an’  not  come  back  agin.  I  allowed  that  I  had  as 
much  right  there  as  they  had,  an’  then  they  started  in  ter 
carve  me  up.  Say,  I  like  you,  young  feller.  I  want  yer  to 
go  with  me  ter  that  cavern.  I  think  there’s  gold  in  it,  or 
somethin’  that’s  worth  a  whole  lot  of  money.” 

Wild  was  much  interested. 

Charlie  and  Jim  had  been  listening  to  the  conversation,  and 
they  nodded  when  he  turned  and  looked  at  them. 

“You  three  fellers  strike  me  as  bein’  all  right,”  went  on 
the  wounded  man.  “I’ll  take  yer  all  ter  ther  cavern,  if  you 
will  go.  Are  yer  strangers  around  here?” 

“Yes,  right  around  these  parts  we  are,”  retorted  Wild. 
Then  he  told  him  who  they  were  and  what  they  were  do¬ 
ing. 

The  man  nodded  approvingly. 

“Jest  ther  kind  of  fellers  I  want  ter  go  ter  ther  mysterious 
cavern  with  me,”  he  said.  “Yer  see,  I  call  it  a  mysterious 
cavern,  ’cause  them  crooked  passages  in  it  all  come  out  at 
ther  one  place,  which  is  on  ther  brink  of  ther  underground 
stream.  Then,  ther  fact  that  them  Injuns  didn’t  want  me 
inter  ther  cavern  makes  it  ’pear  sorter  mysterious,  don’t  yer 
think  so?” 

“Yes,”  answered  our  hero,  “there  certainly  is  something 
mysterious  about  it.  It  will  be  just  the  place  to  take  the 
girls  to  show  them  something  they  are  not  in  the  habit  of 
seeing  every  day.  A  cavern  full  of  crook  passages,  and  an 
underground  stream  is  worth  seeing.” 

“Yer  don’t  mean  ter  take  ther  gals  I  seen  downstairs  last 
night  with  us,  do  yer?”  asked  the  man,  in  surprise. 

“Sure!  They  are  used  to  all  sorts  of  dangers,  and  I  guess 
there  won't  be  much  danger  about  the  cavern,  now  that  the 
two  Indians,  who  did  not  want  you  in  it,  are  dead.” 

“No;  but  there  may  be  more  of  ’em  around,  yer  know.” 
“Well,  if  there  is  we  will  try  and  make  them  tell  us  why 
they  don’t  want  us  there.” 

The  wounded  man  shook  his  head. 

“What  is  your  name?”  Wild  asked.  “I  have  told  you  who 
we  were,  but  you  forgot  to  tell  who  you  are.” 

“That’s  so!  By  jingo!  I  don’t  know  why  it  was  that  1 
didn’t  tell  yer  right  at  ther  start.  I’ve  got  nothin’  ter  be 
ashamed  of,  an’  I’m  perfectly  willin’  ter  let  anyone  know  my 
name.  My  name  is  Ralph  Cooley.  I’m  a  prospector,  an’  some 
day  I  expect  ter  strike  it  rich.  I  was  bom  in  Kansas,  an’ 
three  yeai’S  ago  I  come  ter  Arizona.  I’m  twenty-eight  years 
old,  an’  my  father  an’  mother  is  both  livin’  on  ther  farm  in 
Kansas.” 

“Well,  you  have  told  all  about  yourself  in  a  few  words. 
Now,  Mr.  Cooley,  if  you  don’t  mind,  we  will  start  for  this 
cavern  you  talk  about  as  soon  as  you  are  able  to  ride  your 
horse.” 

“All  right,  Mr.  West.  I  am  very  glad  I  met  you.  But 
mind!  I  won’t  say  for  sure  that  there  is  any  gold  to  be 
found  in  ther  place.  I  only  got  that  idea  ’cause  ther  two 
Injuns  didn’t  want  me  around  there.  They  wouldn’t  try  ter' 
kill  a  feller  fur  nothin’,  would  they?”  , 

“Hardly.  You  can  bet  there  is  something  there.  There 
is  just  enough  about  what  you  have  told  to  make  me  feel  like 
paying  a  visit  to  the  place." 

“Me,  too,”  spoke  up  Jim. 

“An’  I  reckon  I’m  feelin’  jest  as  though  I’d  like  ter  see 
that  underground  stream,”  added  the  scout. 

Wild  now  looked  at  Cooley’s  wound,  and  found  it  was  get¬ 
ting  along  nicely. 

Hr  dressed  it.  and  then  the  man  insisted  on  getting  up  and 
going  downstairs  with  them. 

“I  feel  a  little  weak  an’  a  little  sore,”  he  said.  "But  by 
to-morrer  I’ll  be  able  ter  ride  my  horse,  I  know.  This  ain’t 
ther  worst  I’ve  had  happen  ter  me  since  I’ve  been  in  Arizony. 
I  had  a  mix-up  with  a  bear  a  couple  of  months  ago,  an’  it 
was  three  weeks  afore  I  was  able  ter  walk  agin.  I’m  feelin’ 
a  whole  lot  better  than  I  thought  I’d  feel  this  morain’,  I 
kin  tell  yer!” 


The  girls  got  un  a  little  later,  and  then  it  was  not  lonf 
before  they  all  had  breakfast. 

Ralph  Cooley  showed  that  he  had  a  very  strong  comtitul 

tion,  for  he  improved  rapidly. 

However,  he  took  it  easy  all  day,  and  when  he  retired  >  at 
night  he  declared  he  would  be  ready  to  set  out  "itu  .  •  :n 

the  next  morning.  ,  ,  ,  ,  , 

Wild  tried  to  make  him  wait  a  couple  of  days  longer,  but 

it  was  no  use.  ^  A  . . 

Cooley  seemed  to  be  anxious  to  get  to  the  big  cavern.  J 

Tt  was  a  novel  trip,  so  Young  Wild  West  t  ought,  and  ho. 
felt  confident  that  something  would  come  of  it  ... 

It  seemed  that  he  and  his  friends  were  al»vajs  fading  .  o 
novel  situations,  anyhow. 

Wild  had  seen  nothing  of  Tombstone  Tom  since  he  left  the 
tavern,  after  refusing  to  be  friendly  with  him  at  the  sugges¬ 
tion  of  Red  Runyon. 

Red  Runyon  was  at  the  tavern  that  night,  as  usual,  and* 
after  they  had  talked  it  over  with  Ralph  Cooley,  and  sees 
that  he  was  made  comfortable  when  he  retired,  our  hero  and « 
his  two  partners  went  into  the  bar-room  to  see  what  wa3 

going  on.  1 

The  red-whiskered  miner  was  the  first  to  greet  them,  and 
he  appeared  so  very  friendly  that  Wild  made  up  his  mm<L 
that  there  was  something  up.  1 

He  put  no  faith  in  the  fellow,  anyhow,  for  he  could  readily 
read  his  character,  and  knew  that  he  was  a  bad  man  at  heart. 

“Where  are  yer  goin’  when  yer  leave  here,  Young  Wild;- 
West?”  he  asked,  as  he  looked  at  the  boy  sharply  and  puffed 
on  his  pipe.  .  ,  u  ,  1 

“We  are  going  to  head  for  Phoenix,”  was  the  reply.  .-li¬ 
ter  we  get  there  we  will  strike  out  southeast  for  the  Rio 
Grande,  where  I  own  a  ranch.” 

“Oh!”  1 

“What  did  vou  want  to  know  for?”  Wild  asked. 

“Nothin’,  only  I’m  goin’  in  that  direction  myself  on  a] 
little  business  trip,  an’  I  thought  maybe  if  yer  was  goin’  * 
morrer  mornin’  I  could  go  along  with  yer  fur  a  ways. 

“Well,  I  don’t  know  as  there  would  be  any  objections  to 
you  going  along  with  us,  Runyon.  But  I  assure  you  that  if  1 
you  do  you  will  have  to  behave  yourself,  and  not  try  to  geti 
square  on  me  for  what  happened  to  you  and  your  friend. 
Tombstone  Tom.” 

The  miner  gave  a  start. 

He  had  not  expected  a  retort  like  this. 

“Why,  what  do  yer  mean?”  he  asked. 

“Just  what  I  say.  I  have  an  idea  that  you  would  like  to 
get  the  chance  to  down  me,  and  that  you  want  to  accompany 
us  to-morrow  just  for  that  purpose.  I  guess  I  am  not  far 
out  of  the  way,  am  I?” 

“Well,  well!  I  never  thought  yer  had  an  idea  like  that! 
Why,  I  ain’t  got  no  grudge  agin  yer.  Jest  because  yer  licked  i 
Tombstone  Tom  don’t  say  that  I’d  have  anything  agin  yer,  i 
does  it?”  * 

“No,  it  does  not  say  so,  but  that  is  the  opinion  I  have  of 
you.” 

“Then  I  won’t  go  along  -with  yer.  I’ll  strike  out  alone.” 

“All  right.  That  will  suit  us  all  the  better.” 

The  man  walked  away. 

“You  certainly  put  it  to  him  straight,  Wild,”  observed  Jim, 
with  a  smile. 

“I  reckon  that’s  jest  right,”  spoke  up  the  scout.  “That 
galoot  is  do  good,  an’  I  know  it.” 

“You  are  right  on  that.  Charlie,”  Wild  said. 

It  was  not  more  than  five  minutes  later  that  Tombstone 
Tom  and  the  three  men  who  had  agreed  to  stick  to  him  and 
rob  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  came  in. 

It  was  the  first  they  had  been  there  since  the  trouble  be¬ 
tween  Wild  and  the  Terror. 

The  moment  they  came  in  they  were  joined  by  Red 
Runyon. 

“I’m  glad  to  see  yer,  boys,”  the  miner  said.  “How  did  ver 
make  out?” 

“Putty  good,”  replied  Tombstone  Tom.  “Have  ver  found 


it  was  no  go| 

“Wouldn’t  take  yer  in,  eh?” 

“Not  much!  Pher  young  galoot  says  as  how  I’m  no  good.* 
“He  docs,  hey?” 

The  villains  were  near  the  door,  talking  in  whisper*,  and 

far  enough  away  from  our  three  friends  to  converse  without 
being  heard  by  them. 
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\\  ;  ;-.M  no  more  than  ordinary  attention  to  them,  any¬ 

how,  lor  so  lone  as  they  did  not  bother  him  he  was  bound  to 
let  them  alone. 

It  was  a  little  late,  so  our  three  friends  decided  to 

rfu  re- 

thc>  left  the  room  Red  Runyon  breathed  a  sigh  of 

relief. 

“I’m  glad  they’re  gone,"  he  said,  as  he  picked  up  the  glass 
6t  liquor  his  friend  had  ordered  for  him.  “Somehow,  I  don’t 
feel  exactly  safe  when  ther  boy  is  around.  When  he  looks 
at  yer  it  seems  that  he’s  seem’  through  an’  reactin'  jest  what 
jou'ne  th!nk*n’  about.  He’s  a  bad  one  ter  have  agin  yer,  is 
Young  Wild  West” 

“Well,  we  ain’t  ther  sort  ter  be  his  friends,  I  reckon;  so 

t  makes  it  so  he’s  got  ter  be  agin  us,”  answered  the 
Terror.  “I  know  one  thing!  He  jest  made  me  look  putty 
^Hdl  in  this  camp  since  he  give  me  that  lickin’  yesterday. 
Why  1  reckon  most  any  galoot  in  Hard  Scratch  would  turn 
cn  me  now.” 

“I  s’pose  that’s  about  ther  case,  Tom.  Yer  see,  yer  always 
ruled  with  a  heavy  hand,  an’  they  got  ter  be  afraid  of  yer. 
Put  jest  ’cause  yer  got  licked  by  a  boy  they’ve  made  up 
their  minds  that  you  ain’t  as  much  as  yer  made  out  ter  be. 

I  kin  see  how  it  is,  fur  I’m  a  putty  good  jedge  of  human 
nature.” 

“\.  ell,  I’ve  got  ter  git  square,  if  I  lose  my  right  hand  doin’ 
it.  I’m  goin’  ter  make  Young  Wild  West  wish  he  never  was 
born  afore  I  am  many  hours  older.  An’  we’ll  make  some 
money  at  ther  same  time.” 

“Good!”  exclaimed  Coxey,  while  the  Mosley  brothers  nod¬ 
ded  to  show  how  they  felt  on  the  subject. 

The  three  villains  had  no  grudge  against  our  hero,  but 
thev  wanted  a  share  of  the  money  that  could  be  got  from  him 
and  his  friends. 

That  was  the  main  incentive  they  had  foT  joining  in  the 
fight  against  him. 

After  a  while  they  went  in  the  rear  room  and  sat  down 
table. 

They  drank  and  talked  it  over,  and  it  was  decided  that 
they  should  follow  the  party  when  it  left  the  camp,  and 
when  the  proper  time  arrived  they  would  attack  our  hero 
and  his  companions  and  rob  them. 

“I  couldn’t  find  ther  two  Injuns  I  wanted  ter  helo  in  this 
business,  but  I  reckon  ther  five  of  us  kin  do  it  all  light,” 
Tombstone  Tom  observed,  as  he  swallowed  a  drink  “There’s 
only  three  of  ’em,  an’  if  we  kin  drop  ’em  in  a  hurry  we 
won’t  have  much  trouble  with  ther  gals  an’  ther  Chinaman.” 

“I  heard  ther  landlord  say  that  a  galoot  which  come  here 
with  a  cut  in  his  shoulder  is  goin’  away  with  ’em,”  said  Red 
Runyon.  “That  makes  four  of  ’em.” 

“Well,  there’s  five  of  us,  so  I  reckon  it’ll  be  all  right.” 


CHAPTER  VI. 

ON  THE  WAY  TO  THE  CAVERN. 

Ralph  Cooley  was  rather  pale  and  weak,  but  he  declared 
he  was  fit  to  take  the  ride  to  the  cavern  when  he  arose  in 
the  morning,  so  Young  Wild  West  consented  to  make  the 

start. 

It  was  only  forty  miles  away,  so  Cooley  declared,  and  that 
I*  meant  that  they  could  take  it  easy  and  get  there  before 
night. 

Hop  and  Wing  were  ordered  to  get  the  pack-horses  ready 
as  soon  as  they  had  eaten  their  breakfast,  and  the  two  China- 
l*  men  hastened  to  obey. 

Jim  assisted  them  with  the  pack-horses,  and  then  got  his 
own  saddled  and  ready  for  use. 

B/  this  time  Wild  and  the  scout  had  the  rest  already  take 
I  Coob-yY  mount  around,  so  they  were  now  ready  for  the 

I  start. 

Wild  had  paid  the  bill  before  coming  out,  and  when  he 
came  around  Pepper  was  waiting  for  him  with  a  dozen 

I  cigars. 

“Take  these  an’  smoke  ’em  on  your  way  over  ther  range,” 
he  said  “I  like  you  folks,  an’  I’m  sorry  ter  see  yer  go  away, 
r  I’ve  got  a  little  present  fur  ther  Chinee,  too.” 

Then  he  handed  Hop  an  oblong  package  which  looked  very 
much  a  though  it  wax  a  bottle  wrapped  up. 

“Me  velly  muchee  ’bUges/’  said  the  Celestial  magician. 

L  "Y»r  k.n  our  brother  some  of  what’s  in  it,  if  you’ve 

I  *  mind  ter,”  the  landlord  replied. 

I  *  * 


“Allee  light;  me  always  givee  my  blether  whattee  me 
got  tee.” 

Yv  ing  shook  his  head,  as  though  he  never  knew  much  about 
it  if  Hop  did  give  him  anything. 

Once  in  a  great  while  he  gave  him  whisky,  but  that  was 
to  get  him  in  the  humor  to  do  a  little  gambling. 

And  when  Wing  gambled  with  his  brother  he  always  lost 
money  in  the  operation. 

“If  yer  ever  come  along  this  way  don’t  furgit  ther  Red 
Hot  Tavern,”  said  Pepper,  as  they  rode  off. 

“You  bet  we  won’t!”  Wild  answered.  “Good-by,  all!” 

There  were  half  a  dozen  miners  there,  and  they  gave  them 
a  rousing  cheer. 

Wild  was  pretty  certain  that  they  would  be  followed,  so 
after  they  had  got  about  half  a  mile  out  of  the  town  he 
turned  in  the  saddle  and  looked  back. 

Sure  enough,  five  horsemen  were  following  them. 

“I  guess  we’ll  have  trouble  before  we  get  to  the  cavern,”  he 
said  to  Cooley.  “I  made  a  couple  of  enemies  in  Hard 
Scratch,  and  I  guess  they  mean  to  down  me  if  they  can. 
There  are  five  men  coming  along  after  us  now,  and  two  of 
them  are  the  rascals  I  call  my  enemies.” 

“Well,  if  half  what  I  have  heard  about  you  is  true  I  reckon 
you  kin  take  care  of  ther  galoots  if  they  try  any  of  their 
games  on  yer,”  answered  the  prospector.  “Jest  let  ’em  come 
along!  I  kin  shoot  putty  good,  if  I  have  got  a  gash  in  my 
shoulder.  I  ain’t  altogether  laid  up,  I  reckon.” 

They  all  turned  around  to  have  a  look  at  those  following 
them,  but  the  villains  took  to  the  woods  at  the  side  of  the 
trail  just  then,  and  were  lost  to  view. 

They  saw  no  more  of  the  men  until  noon,  when  they 
stopped  to  rest  the  horses  and  eat  their  dinner. 

Charlie  and  Jim  had  shot  some  sage-hens  and  a  couple  of 
partridges,  and  as  they  had  made  pretty  good  time,  so  far, 
they  decided  to  halt  long  enough  to  broil  them. 

It  was  while  they  were  waiting  for  them  to  get  cooked 
that  the  five  villains  came  riding  lip. 

None  of  them  had  rifles,  but  they  were  all  armed  with  re¬ 
volvers  and  hunting-knives,  and  Wild  soon  noticed  that  botV 
Tombstone  Tom  and  Red  Runyon  had  their  hands  on  the 
shooters  they  had  in  their  belts. 

That  meant  that  they  were  ready  to  shoot  in  a  hurry. 

“Keep  right  on  going,  gentlemen,”  said  the  dashing  young 
deadshot,  coolly,  and  then  he  pulled  one  of  his  six-shooters 
and  had  them  covered  before  they  knew  it. 

Tombstone  Tom,  who  was  slightly  in  advance  of  the  rort 
had  been  in  the  act  of  reining  in  his  mustang,  and  when  ’  € 
saw  the  revolver  in  the  boy’s  hand  he  turned  pale  and  al¬ 
lowed  the  animal  to  keep  on  at  a  slow  walk. 

Charlie  and  Jim  had  drawn  their  shooters  by  this  time, 
and  they  now  stood  with  them  in  their  hands,  ready  to  be¬ 
gin  firing  the  moment  it  was  necessary. 

“What’s  ther  matter  with  yer?”  the  Terror  asked,  affect¬ 
ing  to  be  surprised.  “We  was  only  goin’  ter  stop  ter  ask  yer 
a  question. 

He  brought  his  horse  to  a  halt  as  he  said  this,  evidently 
hoping  to  throw  the  boy  off  his  guard. 

“Keep  right  on  goihg!”  answered  the  dashing  young  dead- 
shot.  “If  you  don’t  want  to  drop  off  that  horse  with  a  bul'et 
through  your  heart,  do  as  I  tell  you.” 

Then  the  villain  lost  no  time  in  starting  the  mustang  up, 
and  in  single  file  the  rest  rode  after  him. 

They  were  soon  out  of  sight  around  a  bend  a  hundred 
yards  away,  and  the  moment  they  were  Wild  started  after 
them  on  foot. 

“I  am  going  to  try  and  find  out  what  ther  game  is,”  he 
said. 

He  hastened  along  the  trail,  treading  lightly  as  he  went. 

When  he  came  to  the  bend  he  dropped  close  to  the  ground 
and  crept  to  a  clump  of  bushes. 

As  he  expected,  the  five  men  had  come  to  a  halt. 

They  sat  in  the  saddle  talking  in  low  tones,  but  not  so  low 
that  Wild  could  hear  and  understand  what  was  being  said. 

“I  knowed  that  game  wouldn’t  work,”  he  heard  one  of 
them  say.  “I  was  fur  sneakin’  up  on  ’em  an’  lettin’  ’em  have 
it  without  them  seein’  us.” 

It  was  Coxey  who  said  this,  and  by  the  way  they  acted,  it 
was  evident  that  the  rest  thought  he  was  right. 

“Well,”  said  Red  Runyon,  “I  had  an  idea  that  they  wouldn’t 
mind  talkin’  ter  us,  an’  while  we  was  makin’  out  that  we 
was  friends  we  could  have  pulled  our  guns  an’  dropped  ’em 
at  close  range.” 

“Yer  might  have  had  a  chance  ter  do  that  if  yor  had  kept 
your  hands  away  from  your  shooters  when  we  rode  up.  They 
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seen  you  an’  Tom  have  your  fingers  froze  ter  yer  shooters, 
an’  that  was  enough  ter  make  Young  Wild  West  think  we 
was  up  ter  somethin’.” 

Our  hero  smiled  as  he  heard  this. 

He  now  knew  the  villains  were  after  him  for  a  certainty. 

Forewarned  is  forearmed,  so  they  say. 

“Ther  best  thing  ter  do  now  is  ter  hide  somewhere  till 
they  come  along,  an’  then  let  'em  have  it  from  behind  ther 
rocks,”  said  Tombstone  Tom. 

“Yes,”  nodded  Red  Runyon.  “That’s  ther  best  way.  We’U 
ride  on  ahead  ter  them  rocks  over  there.  We  kin  put  our 
horses  in  ther  woods  back  of  ’em,  an’  then  wait  till  they  come 
along.” 

“That’s  what  we’ll  do,  then,”  exclaimed  the  Terror.  • 

The  rest  nodded,  and  then  all  five  rode  for  the  rocks  that 
were  just  about  two  hundred  yards  from  the  spot  they  had 
halted  at. 

“All  right,  you  scoundrels!”  Young  Wild  West  muttered. 
“I  guess  you  won’t  ambush  us,  though.  If  anyone  drops  it 
will  be  one  of  you,  and  I’ll  bet  on  that.” 

Wild  waited  until  he  saw  them  halt,  and  put  their  horses 
in  the  strip  of  woods  back  of  the  rocks. 

Then  he  walked  back  to  the  camp. 

“How  did  yer  make  out,  Wild?”  asked  the  scout.  “Did  yer 
see  anything  of  ’em?” 

“Yes.  They  halted  as  soon  as  they  got  around  the  bend, 
just  as  I  thought  they  would  do,”  was  the  reply.  “They  have 
now  gone  a  little  further  on,  and  they  are  going  to  wait  be¬ 
hind  some  rocks  till  we  come  along,  and  then  open  fire  on  us. 
They  have  arranged  it  very  nice,  but  I  hardly  think  the 
game  will  work.” 

“Then  they  mean  to  kill  us,  do  they?”  Jim  Dart  asked. 

“Yes;  they  seem  to  be  vei’y  anxious  to  do  it,  too.” 

“All  right.  That  means  that  we  have  got  to  kill  some  of 
them,  I  suppose.” 

“Not  unless  it  is  absolutely  necessary,  Jim.  We  must  pro¬ 
tect  ourselves,  of  course;  but  we  may  be  able  to  get  along 
without  killing  any  of  them.” 

“If  they  shoot  at  me  I’ll  shoot  at  them!”  said  the  scout, 
grimly. 

Charlie  had  little  mercy  for  men  who  were  bad  enough  to 
lie  in  ambush  for  the  purpose  of  shooting  down  an  unsus¬ 
pecting  party  of  travelers. 

If  they  fired  one  shot  he  would  answer  it,  and  he  would 
shoot  to  kill. 

But  Wild  did  not  mean  that  they  would  be  shot  at  from 
ambush  just  then. 

It  would  have  been  very  foolish  of  him  to  ^ead  his  friends 
along  the  trail  past  the  rocks  after  hearing  what  he  had. 

“Just  get  dinner  ready  as  soon- as  you  can,  Wing,”  he  said. 
“Then  we’ll  fix  up  something  to  fool  those  fellows.  I  think 
it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  send  you  ahead  and  see  if  they 
would  shoot  you.” 

“Me  no  likee!”  cried  the  Chinaman,  holding  up  his  hands 
in  fear.  “Makee  my  blother  go!  He  no  ’flaid  of  bad  Melican 
mans.” 

Hop  was  shrewd  enough  to  understand  that  Wild  was  only 
joking. 

Taking  advantage  of  it,  he  promptly  spoke  up: 

“Me  no  ’flaid;  me  lide  past  urn  locks,  an’  when  um  badee 
galoots  shootee  at  me,  me  shootee  back,  allee  samee  Misler 
Wild!” 

Then  he  pulled  a  big  six-shooter,  and  strutted  around  the 
camp  in  imitation  of  a  Chinese  general. 

Wing  turned  away  in  disgust,  for  he  saw  our  friends  laugh¬ 
ing,  and  that  told  him  that  Wild  had  not  meant  what  he 
said. 

He  hurried  up  the  meal,  however,  and  a  few  minutes  later 
they  were  eating. 

Broiled  sage-hens  and  partridges,  fried  bacon,  corn  bread, 
and  coffee  made  up  the  bill  of  fare,  and  as  there  was  plenty 
of  it  they  all  ate  ncartily. 

“I  like  this  better  than  ther  tavern,”  said  Ralph  Cooley,  as 
he  emptied  his  tin  cup  of  cofTee.  “There’s  nothin’  like  livin’ 
out  in  ther  open  air  in  Arizony.  There’s  ther  blue  sky  over¬ 
head,  an’  ther  green  of  ther  trees  around  yer,  while  ther 
smell  of  ther  wild  flowers  comes  ter  your  nose  an’  makes  yer 
feel  as  though  yer  was  in  Fairyland  sometimes.  Of  course,  a 
feller  don’t  want  ter  set  out  in  ther  hot  sun  an’  eat  his  din- 1 
ner,  but  there’s  plenty  of  trees  ter  give  ther  shade  yer  want. ’ 
Jest  look  over  there!  Ain’t  that  as  putty  a  sight  as  ever  ther. 


The  sky  was  perfect,  and  the  fleecy  white  clouds 
crossed  the  blue  vault  contrasted  with  the  differ  nt  ti 
green  of  the  foliage  and  the  gray  and  brown  of  the 
sides  of  the  mountain.  # 

it  certainly  was  a  splendid  scene,  but  it  was  old  to; 
friends. 

They  assured  him,  however,  that  nothing  could  beat  th 
scenery  of  Arizona,  providing  you  looked  in  the  right  ^part 
of  it. 

Deserts  of  alkali  sand  and  miles  and  miles  of  thorny  cacti 

formed  a  great  part  of  the  territory. 

But  even  then  the  sunsets  were  something  grand  to  look 
at. 

The  prospector  soon  changed  the  subject,  for  he  saw  that 
Young  Wild  West  was  gett'ng  ready  to  make  some  kind  of 
a  move  against  the  villains  who  were  waiting  to  shoot  thorn 
down  from  ambush. 

“What  are  yer  goin’  ter  do?”  he  asked,  anxiously. 

“I  am  going  over  there  and  surprise  them  from  behind,” 
was  the  reply.  “Then  I  will  give  them  two  minutes  to  take 
the  back  trail  for  Hard  Scratch.  If  they  don’t  do  it  I’ll  just 
show'  them  how  fast  I  can  make  them  drop.” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

OUR  FRIENDS  REACH  THE  CAVERN. 

Wild  now  took  his  rifle  and  left  the  camp. 

He  started  in  the  woods  and  up  a  little  hill  in  a  direction 
that  would  lead  him  to  a  spot  back  of  the  place  where  the 
villains  had  left  their  horses. 

The  boy  was  ready  for  business,  for  now  that  he  was  cer¬ 
tain  that  the  villains  meant  to  shoot  Them  down  from  ..Tm 
bush5i  it  was  necessary  for  him  to  protect  himself  and  com¬ 
panions 


evi 


a  mortal  galoot  ever  seen?” 

He  pointed  to  a  broad  str.  tch  of  wooded  country  of?  to  the 


right,  and 


r } , 


d  mountains  in  the  background. 


Tombstone  Tom  and  his  friends  were  very  close  to  death 
at  that  very  moment,  though  they  were  not  aware  of  it 

While  they  were  waiting  for  those  they  had  marked  as 
their  victims  to  come  along  and  be  shot  down,  the  very  one 
they  wanted  the  most  was  approaching  them  from  behind 
with  a  deadly  Winchester  rifle  in  his  hand. 

Wild  had  no  difficulty  in  getting  through  the  woods,  and  he, 
had  judged  the  distance  to  a  nicety. 

He  was  not  more  than  two  minutes  in  reaching  the  strip 
where  the  horses  of  the  gang  were  standing. 

Then  the  daring  young  deadshot  crept  up,  and  was  soon 
within  twenty  feet  of  the  five  men  sitting  behind  the  rocks. 

He  looked  at  them  in  silence  for  a  moment. 

Then  he  decided  to  make  known  his  presence. 

But  before  he  could  do  so  he  heard  Red  Runvon  say  in  a 
low  tone  of  voice: 

“It’s  about  time  they  came  along,  unless  they’re  goin’  ter 
take  it  easy  fur  a  while,  boys.” 

Oh,  they’ll  come  putty  soon,  Tombstone  Tom  retorted. 

Jest  remember,  now!  Young  Wild  West  is  goin’  ter  be  my 
meat.  I  want  ter  drop  him  myself.  I’ve  got  a  good  place 
ter  rest  my  arm  here,  an'  I  can’t  possibly  miss,  ’cause  they’re 
bourn;  ter  come  so  close  that  a  feller  could  almost  shoot  "em 
with  his  eyes  shut.  Ther  very  minute  that  I  fire  the  rest 
of  yer  kin  give  it  ter  ’em.  Shoot  down  everybody  but  ther 
gals,  ao  one  will  ever  know  what  happened  ter  Young  Wild 
Vest  an  his  party,  then,  fur  we’ll  see  ter  it  that  ther  gals 
ne\er  gits  where  they  kin  tell  anyone  as  would  like  ter  know. 
Now,  jest - ” 

V  ild  could  stand  it  no  longer,  and  he  interrupted  the 
scoundiel  by  crying  out  in  a  ringing  voice* 

“Stand  up,  Tombstone  Tom!” 

It  -was  a  peculiar  command,  but  before  he  scarcely  set  eves 
on  the  one  who  uttered  it  Tombstone  Tom  was  m  his  feeC 

wnnfol  ,  't\?10!',  of  tllf  young  deadshot  only  too  well. 

Wild  stood  behind  a  rock  that  was  about  waist-hirh  ami 
the  eyes  of  all  five  of  the  v.llaias  w  ere  «  S  upon  lorn 

They  were  amazed  beyond  measure.  V  ‘ 

wen\  ho*n  TWhat  >'0u.  K^oots  %Vrro  uUdng  abort.’ 

Znt  \u  I’  ,and  1  nnl  ,n  Just  the  humor  to  shoot  ^ 
dovn.  Which  of  you  wants  to  die  first?" 

the  one1;  "°  r'ply  ,0  this-  bu»  “  kerned  that  Covey 
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\  Me  fired  a  shot  with  remarkable  quickness,  and  then  tried 
to  dive  behind  a  rock. 

But  he  was  not  quick  enough. 

Even  as  Wild  heard  the  bullet  whistle  past  his  head  he 
♦turned  his  rifle  upon  the  villain  and  fired. 

Coxey  dropped  on  his  face. 

It  was  the  last  drop  he  would  ever  make,  too. 

The  smoking  muzzle  of  the  rifle  was  leveled  so  it  could  be 
turned  upon  either  of  the  others,  and  they  stood  there  like 
statues.  > 

“Who  is  the  next?”  the  young  deadshot  asked  in  his  cool 
ar>d  easy  way. 

It  seemed  remarkable  that  a  single  boy  could  stand  there 
fac*ng  four  villainous  men,  each  of  whom  was  armed,  and 

hold  them  under  subjection. 

But  they  knew  how  well  he  could  shoot,  and  they  dared  not 
trust  themselves. 

That  accounted  for  it. 

*  “We  wasn’t  doin’  nothin’  ter  you,”  Red  Runyon  presently 
found  words  to  say. 

■  ^  “No,  you  had  not  started  yet.  But  there  is  no  use  in  try¬ 
ing  to  crawl  out  of  it,  but  just  thank  your  stars  that  you  are 
i  still  living.” 

“Don’t  shoot  agin,  please,”  spoke  up  Hank  Mosley. 

“Ah!  you  are  not  anxious  to  die,  then?” 

“No  one  is,  I  reckon.” 

“But  you  wanted  to  shoot  us  all  down  in  cold  blood — 
you  were  anxious  to  do  that!” 

“Well,  I,  for  one,  ain’t  anxious  ter  do  it  now.” 

“Oh,  no!  That  seems  funny,  don’t  it?  Well,  I  am  going 
to  give  you  four  scoundrels  a  show  for  your  lives.  Just 
mount  your  horses  and  ride  off  somewhere,  so  I  will  never 
set  eyes  on  you  again.  I  assure  you  that  if  I  6ver  do  see  you 
again,  and  you  are  acting  in  anything  like  a-  suspicious  way, 
I  will  shoot  you  down  as  I  would  a  mad  coyote.” 

The  four  men  looked  very  much  relieved. 

^  ^  “Now  I  will  step  back  into  the  woods,  and  then  I  want  to 
S^pTiow  quick  you  fellows  can  get  into  the  saddle.  Ride  over 
the  back  trail  when  you  go,  too.  I  want  you  to  pass  our 

*  camp.”  1  •  ’  . 

“Ain’t  yer  goin’  ter  give  us  a  chance  ter  bury  our  dead 

pard?”  Jake  Mosley  asked,  as  he  looked  at  the  silent  figure 

on  the  ground. 

“Well,  yes.  I  suppose  that  would  be  proper.  It  will  save 

someone  else  the  trouble,  too.  Go  ahead  and  bury  him.  I’ll 

give  you  just  twenty  minutes  to  do  the  job,  and  then  ride 
,,  past  our  camp  over  the  back  trail.” 

With  that  Wild  dropped  back  into  the  bushes  and  started 
around  for  the  spot  he  had  left  his  friends  at. 

He  knew  that  the  four  villains  would  do  just  as -he  had 
told  them. 

**  But  what  they  might  do  after  was  another  thing. 

Charlie  and  Jim  were  right  at  the  bend  in  the  trail,  for 
when  they  heard  the  two  shots  fired  they  had  rushed  out  to 
be  on  hand. 

They  had  seen  the  four  men  standing  there  among  the 
rocks,  but  had  been  unable  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  W’ild. 

But  they  knew  he  must  be  all  right. 

It  was  not  until  he  called  out  to  them  that  they  were  aware 
that  .he  was  coming  back. 

Then  they  hurried  to  the  camp,  and  got  there  the  same 
time  he  did. 

“What  did  yer  do?”  asked  the  scout.  “It  -was  your  rifle 
that  spoke,  I  reckon.” 

“Yes,  that’s  right,  Charlie,”  was  the  reply. 

"Yer  dropped  one  of  ther  galoots,  then?” 

“Yes,  I  had  to,  or  he  would  have  dropped  me.  He  sent  a 

*  bullet  mighty  close  to  my  head,  as  it  was.  If  he  had  had 
another  chance  he  might  have  succeeded.  I  didn’t  give  him 
the  other  chance.” 

Wild  then  told  them  just  what  had  occurred. 

"They  will  be  along  here  in  a  few  minutes,”  he  added. 
“We  will  keep  a  sharp  watch  on  them  when  they  go  by,  for 
there  is  no  telling  but  that  they  may  take  a  notion  to  risk 
firing  on  us.  They  might  think  they  would  have  a  chance 
to  get  away  because  they  will  be  mounted,  and  ready  to 
make  a  dash.”  . 

Our  friends  now  got  ready  to  move,  for  they  meant  to  go 
*on  as  soon  as  the  villains  rode  by. 

It  was  not  more  than  twenty  minutes  after  Wild  gave 
1  them  their  orders  when  Tombstone  Tom  and  the  other  three 
scoundrels  appeared. 

*  77.  cy  had  th'ir  horse  on  a  walk,  and  appeared  to  be  very 

v.'  + k  and  docile. 


“You  galoots  will  be  wise  if  you  make  this  the  last  time 
we  will  ever  set  eyes  on  you,”  said  Young  Wild  West,  as 
they  rode  by.  “You  ought  to  be  very  thankful  that  you  are 
alive.” 

There  was  no  reply  to  this. 

But  the  expression  on  the  face  of  the  Terror  told  plainly 
that  he  did  not  intend  that  it  should  be  the  last  time  they 
would  meet. 

When  they  were  out  of  sight  Wild  gave  the  word,  and  all 
mounted.  „ 

rIhen  they  .proceeded  on  their  way  for  the  wonderful  cavern 
Cooley  had  told  them  about. 

Cooley  was  delighted  at  the  way  the  villains  had  been 
handled. 

“I  reckon  that’s  about  ther  best  I  ever  seen  done,”  he  de¬ 
clared.  “Young  Wild  West,  you  sartinly  know  how  ter  handle 
sich  fellers.  I  wish  I  was  as  cool  as  you,  an’  could  shoot 
half  as  straight.” 

“Well,  if  you  try  hard  you  can  improve  yourself  in  both 
ways,  I  suppose,”  was  the  reply.  “It  is  easy  enough  to  keep 
cool,  if  you  only  make  up  your  mind  that  you  are  going  to 
do  it.” 

“But  it  has  got  ter  be  born  in  yer,  too,  I  reckon.”  , 

“Well,  maybe  it  has,  to  a  certain  extent.  But  there  is  al¬ 
ways  room  for  improvement.  If  you  can’t  be  cool,  why,  be 
as  cool  as  you  can,”  and  our  hero  laughed. 

“That’s  somethin’  like  ther  Irishman  said,  ain’t  it?” 

“Yes,  only  he  made  it  the  word  ‘easy,’  instead  of  *cool.’ ” 

They  kept  a  watch  behind  them  as  they  made  their  way 
over  the  trail. 

It  was  a  trail  that  was  not  used  a  great  deal  by  travelers, 
and,  consequently,  it  was  pretty  rough  traveling,  for  the  most 
part. 

But  the  horses  were  well  used  to  that  sort  of  ground,  so 
there  was  no  real  difficulty  experienced. 

It  was  about  three  in  the  afternoon  when  Cooley  pointed 
to  a  high  ridge  in  the  distance  that  was  broken  in  the  center 
so  as  to  almost  form  the  shape  of  a  letter  U. 

“There’s  where  ther  cavern  is,”  he  said.  “I  reckon  we’ll 
be  there  inside  of  an  hour  now.” 

“Yes,  I  guess  we  can  make  that  distance  in  an  hour;  all 
right,”  Wild  replied. 

It  was  a  wild  and  picturesque  scene  that  lay  before  them 
now. 

Not  a  thing  that  indicated  the  least  signs  of  civilization 
could  be  seen. 

There  was  an  arid  plain  off  to  the  left,  and  to  the  right 
could  be  seen  the  rolling  prairie  that  was  well  covered  with 
a  growth  of  green  grass. 

Ahead  and  behind  them  were  naught  but  peaks  and  curi¬ 
ously  formed  rocks,  with  here  and  there  a  growth  of  trees 
common  to  the  semi-tropics. 

The  trail  wound  its  way  along  steep  precipices  and  other 
dangerous  places,  but  their  horses  were  sure-footed,  so  noth¬ 
ing  was  to  be  feared  on  that  score. 

In  a  trifle  less  than  an  hour  they  came  to  the  place  Cooley 
had  pointed  out. 

“Here  we  are!”  he  exclaimed.  “Now,  I  reckon,  we  kin  pick 
out  a  campin’  spot.  There’s  ther  mouth  of  ther  big  ca\  m, 
right  over  there.  Yer  can’t  see  that  it  is  a  cavern  till  yer  git 
right  up  ter  it,  though,  fur  that  big  high  rock  stands  right  in 
front  of  it.  No  one  would  ever  think  there  was  sich  a  place 
there,  unless  he  stopped  an’  looked  behind  that  rock.” 

They  all  dismounted,  and  then  Wild  and  Arietta  led  the 
way  to  the  rock. 

They  found  it  exactly  as  the  prospector  had  said. 

The  rock,  which  was  of  a  reddish  brown  in  color  am/  of  the 
sandstone  variety,  reared  itself  squarely  before  a  big  Opening 
that  was  large  enough  for  a  team  to  drive  through. 

But  it  was  so  close  to  the  opening  that  it  wrrjll  have  been 
impossible  for  the  team  to  get  to  it. 

If  such  a  thing  was  tried  it  would  be  necessary  to  remove 
the  rock  first. 

But  a  single  horse  could  be  led  in  by  making  a  sharp  turn. 

Wild  looked  around,  and  saw  that  that  there  was  a  con¬ 
venient  spot  to  pitch  their  camp  not  more  than  thirty  yards 
from  the  big  rock. 

A  stream  that  was  rather  small,  but  large  enough  to  sup¬ 
ply  them  with  more  water  than  they  could  possibly  use, 
trickled  from  the  high  bluff  above,  and  then  lost  itself  in  a 
narrow  rift  in  the  rocks  some  distance  away. 

There  was  ^plenty  of  .grass,  and  the  mesquite  bushes  were 
plenty  near  the  spot  where  the  water  came  down. 
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“This  will  do,  all  right,”  our  hero  said.  “Wing,  you  and 
Hop  g*  t  the  pack-horses  unloaded,  and  we’ll  put  up  the  tent? 
right  against  the  face  of  the  cliff  there.” 

C<*oley  wanted  to  help  them,  but  they  would  not  hear 

to  it. 

His  wounded  shoulder  would  hinder  him  in  the  work,  and 
they  could  very  well  get  along  without  him. 

It  was  not  .  long  befoi*e  the  camp  was  in  shape,  for  they 
had  a  system  of  doing  things,  and  as  it  had  been  practiced 
so  many  times,  it  was  quite  easy.  • 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

hop’s  remarkable  adventure  in  the  cavern. 


Ife  followed  the  redskin — or  rather  he  was  dragged  alon 
!  by  him— through  the  passage. 

It  was  so  dark  in  there  that  neither  of  them  could  see 
foot  before  them,  but  the  Indian  evidently  knew  where  ’ 

was  going.  ,  .  mi 

After  a  turn  to  the  left  had  been  made  Hop  s  captor  gave 
a  grunt  and  came  to  a  halt. 

“Me  tie  your  hands,”  he  said.  “If  Chinee  no  want  to 
die  he  will  hold  his  hands  behind  him.” 

Then  was  the  chance  for  the  Celestial  to  knock  the 
weapon  from  the  redskin’s  hand  and  run  for  his  life. 

But  he  did  not  take  it. 

As  smart  as  he  was  in  the  majority  of  things,  Hop  was 
not  up  to  snuff  when  there  was  a  revolver  leveled  at  hi# 
head. 

He  feared  that  the  weapon  might  go  off,  and  in  that  case 
his  pn.rt.hlv  career  would  be  ended. 


Hop  had  been  listening  to  a  great  deal  that  had  been  said  I 
about  the  cavern  and  the  underground  stream. 

He  was  not  interested  in  it  much,  but  he  decided  to  go  in 
the  place  as  soon  as  he  got  the  chance. 

And  when  he  went  in  he  meant  to  take  the  bottle  of  liquor 
with  him. 

“Me  havee  lillee  diink  in  um  biggee  cave,”  he  thought. 
“Misler  Wild  no  findee.” 

So  he  watched  his  chance  and  managed  to  elude  those  who 
had  been  keeping  an  eye  on  him,  and  get  into  the  cave. 

It  was  dark  in  there,  of  course,  but  Hop  carefully  took  his 
bearings,  and  made  his  way  to  one  of  the  many  passages  that 
seemed  to  open  in  all  directions. 

He  found  a  convenient  place  to  sit  down,  and  then  he  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  take  the  cork  from  the  bottle. 

This  was  an  easy  thing,  since  he  carried  a  corkscrew. 

He  took  a  taste  of  the  contents,  and  then  smacked  his 
lips. 

“M’sler  Charlie  likee  havee  some  of  lis,”  he  muttered,  with 
a  grin,  “but  he  no  gittee.” 

Then  he  took  a  good  pull  at  the  bottle. 

Hop  was  just  about  to  replace  the  cork  and  wait  a  while  j 
before  he  tackled  the  tanglefoot  again  when  something  un- ! 
expected  happened. 

A  hand  suddenly  reached  out  and  took  possession  of  the  | 
bottle. 

“Hip-hi!”  exclaimed  the  startled  Chinaman.  “Whattee 
mattee?” 

“Chinee  heap  much  fool!  Shut  up!”  exclaimed  a  voice, 
and  then  an  Indian,  holding  a  revolver  pointed  at  him, ! 
stepped  before  him  in  the  gloom. 

But  it  was  not  so  dark  there  but  that  Hop  could  see  him 
distinctly. 

“Whattee  want?”  he  asked,  recovering  himself  quickly  and 
deciding  to  try  and  get  the  best  of  the  redskin  by  talking  to 

him. 

“Chinee  heap  much  fool;  shut  up!”  the  Indian  repeated. 

“Have  lillee  dlink?”  Hop  asked,  just  as  though  it  was  he 
who  had  the  bottle,  and  not  the  redskin. 

"Ugh!  Injun  like  firewater.” 

“Velly  goodee  tanglefoot;  havee  lillee  dlink,”  said  Hop. 

Hr  did  not  want  to  lose  the  whisky,  and  he  thought  hv  be¬ 
ing  pleasant  to  his  unexpected  visitor  he  might  be  able  to 
get  it  from  him. 

T'-’e  redskin  squatted  down  before  him.  still  keeping  his’ 
pistol  pointed  at  him. 

TVn  he  quietly  slipped  the  cork  from  the  bottle,  and 
tossed  it  away  in  the  darkness. 

That  plainly  signified  that  there  would  be  no  need  of  cork¬ 
ing  the  bottle  when  he  got  through  with  it. 

“Chinee  keep  still,  or  Injun  shoot!”  lie  said,  and  then  he 
tipped  the  bottle  and  let  the  contents  run  down  his  throat. 

There  had  been  hut  a  scant  quart  in  it  when  Hop  opened 
it.  and  he  had  not  swallowed  as  much  as  half  a  pint  himself. 

But  the  redskin  did  not  stop  until  he  had  drained  the  bot¬ 
tle. 

I  lien  he  tossed  it  away  into  the  passage,  and  a  crash  told 
that  it  had  been  broken  into  fragments. 

“I  gh!”  he  grunted.  “Now  Chinee  come  with  me!” 

1  no  likee!"  protested  Hop,  who  was  more  sore  over  los¬ 
ing  his  tanglefoot  than  he  was  frightened. 

“Ch  nee  come  with  Injun!”  repeated  the  redskin. 

“Me  no  likee!”  protested  Hop.  getting  real  frightened 
now. 

“Chinee  shut  up!” 

The  Indian  thrust  the  muzzle  of  his  pistol  against  the  I 
head  of  the  prisoner  now,  and  Hop  obeyed. 


He  put  his  hands  just  where  they  were  wanted,  and  in 
less  than  a  minute  he  was  rendered  helpless,  as  far  as  they 
were  concerned. 

He  still  had  the  use  of  his  feet,  and  he  could  have  called 
for  help  if  he  tried. 

But  if  he  did  that  he  thought  that  the  Indian  would  surely 
kill  him,  and  Hop  Wah,  the  Chinese  magician,  hoped  to 
live  a  long  while  yet. 

Having  secured  his  captive  so  he  could  not  put  up  a 
fight,  or  do  him  any  harm,  the  redskin  felt  around  on  a 
little  ledge  at  the  side  of  the  passage  and  soon  found  a 
pitch-pine  torch. 

Pie  struck  a  match  and  soon  had  the  torch  burning. 

Hop  was  now  terrified. 

“Lettee  poor  Chinee  go!”  he  pleaded  in  a  very  low  voice, 
for  he  felt  that  he  dared  not  make  too  much  noise. 

“Chinee  shut  up,  or  Injun  kill!”  was  the  reply. 

There  was  no  help  for  it,  so  Hop  was  conducted  through 
the  passage,  which  turned  this  way  and  that,  until  finajA*-  - 
at  the  end  of  five  minutes,  the  sound  of  rushing  water 
could  be  heard. 

As  frightened  as  he  was,  the  Chinaman  thought  of  the 
underground  stream  he  h^d  heard  Wild  and  the  rest  talk¬ 
ing  about,  and  he  felt  that  he  was  being  led  to  it. 

He  had  listened  attentively  when  it  was  related  by  Ralph 
Cooley  how  the  Indian  he  had  fought  with  had  jumped  into 
the  black  waters  and  gone  to  his  death. 

Naturally  it  occurred  to  Hop  that  he  was  to  be  thrown 
into  the  black  current,  and  he  began  to  tremble. 

Something  like  a  chuckle  came  from  the  lips  of  the  red¬ 
skin. 

It  was  evident  that  he  enjoyed  the  fear  his  captive  was 
showing. 

Nothing  pleases  an  Indian  better  than  to  see  cowardice 
displayed  by  one  not  belonging  to  his  own  race. 

“Chinee  heap  much  ’fraid,”  he  said,  contemptuously. 

“Mo  no  likee,”  answered  Hop.  “Me  velly  good  Chinee." 

In  less  than  a  minute  later  they  came  to  the  brink  of  a 
roaring  stream. 

The  Indian  came  to  a  halt  and  dropped  upon  his  knee. 

“Chinee  see?”  he  asked. 

es,”  answered  Hop;  “me  see,  hut  me  no  likee.” 

I  hen  it  suddenly  occurred  to  him  that  he  must  get  away 
from  his  captor. 

He  noticed  that  the  redskin  no  longer  had  his  pistol  in  his  * 
hand. 

He  had  thrust  it  hack  in  his  belt. 

Hop  thought  quickly. 

In  order  to  make  his  escape  he  must  hurl  the  redskin  into  « 
the  water! 


i  ^  ^,e  n.°  easy  task  to  do  this,  since  his  hands  were 

bound  behind  him. 

But  there  were  more  ways  than  one. 
he  Celestial  could  buck  pretty  well,  and  he  was  very  ao 
tive  for  one  of  his  race. 

He  made  up  his  mind  what  to  do  in  a  second. 

Vo  ™n°  •  *  wat*,r-  He  saM.  getting  readv  for  the  effort 

he  was  going  to  make. 

The  redskin  grunted. 

Bump! 

mtwntNhe  ri£!nk  H0P  l0"'°ml  !lis  and  butt^ 
Spfa'shV8  left  f°0t  SWUnK  arouml  and  tripped  Him.  A 

l<wed  him'up.hld  vanish<1<,'  for  black  «at.r*  had  awi 
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The  torch  'vent  with  him,  so  the  Chinaman  was  in  Stvgian 

darkness. 

■But  one  t:  :ng  about  Hop  was  that  he  always  took  note  of 
the  direction  he  was  going. 

He  knew  which  way  he  had  come,  for  as  the  torch  went  into 
the  water  he  had  turned  and  looked  into  the  passage. 

He  now  walked  slowly  in  that  direction. 

He  got  a  bump  against  an  angle  of  rock,  but  a  step  to  the 
left  and  he  was  in  a  passage. 

Then  he  started  slowly  ahead. 

For  five  minutes  he  went  along  at  a  snail’s  pace,  every  now* 
ami  then  bumping  against  a  part  of  the  cavern. 

After  what  seemed  a  long  time,  though  it  was  only  a  few 
minutes,  the  Chinaman  suddenly  saw  the  light  of  day  ahead. 

“Hip-hi!  Hoolay!”  he  yelled.  ‘‘Me  al lee  light  now.” 

‘‘Hello,  you  heathen!”  called  out  the  voice  of  Cheyenne 
Charlie. 

Hop  then  stepped  out  of  the  passage  into  the  cavern  near 
the  opening,  and  saw  the  scout  standing  there. 

ell,  I’ll  be  jiggered!”  exclaimed  Charlie,  “Wild  said 
he  Let  you’d  come  in  here!” 

“Me  velly  glad  to  gittee  out,  Misler  Charlie,”  said  Hop,  as 
he  hurried  to  him. 

“What  in  thunder  is  ther  matter  with  yer?”  cried  the 
scout.  “Blamed  if  yer  ain’t  got  your  hands  tied  behind  yer! 
Who  done  that?” 

“Ledskin  catchee  and  tie  um  hands,”  replied  Hop.  “Me 
havee  velly  badee  timee.” 

Charlie  ran  and  caught  the  Chinaman  by  the  arm. 

There  was  no  mistake  about  it;  he  was  tied. 

Whipping  out  his  knife,  he  cut  him  loose,  and  then  hustled 
him  out  of  the  cavern  into  the  light  of  day. 

“Here  he  is!”  he  cried.  “Ther  heathen  galoot  was  in  ther 
cavern  all  ther  time.  An  Injun  had  him,  he  said,  an’  I  reckon 
it  must  have  been  somethin’  like  that,  fur  his  hands  was 
tied.” 

rVoung  Wild  West  and  the  rest  looked  astonished. 

‘‘They  had  looked  all  around  for  the  Chinaman  -when  they 
missed  him,  but  had  not  gone  into  the  cavern. 

Wild,  however,  had  declared  that  he  must  have  gone  in 
there  to  drink  the  whisky  he  had,  and  after  a  while  Charlie 
had  gone  in  to  look  for  him. 

He  had  been  just  in  time  to  see  him  coming  out. 

It  had  been  decided  that  they  would  wait  until  morning  to 
make  an  exploration  of  the  cave,  since  the  wound  on  the 
shoulder  of  Ralph  Cooley  pained  him  some  from  the  ride  he 
had  coming  from  Hard  Scratch  that  day. 

Cooley  declared  that  he  was  all  right,  but  Wild  knew  that 
a  rest  over  night  would  be  the  proper  thing  for  him. 

When  the  prospector  heard  that  an  Indian  had  captured 
the  Chinaman  he  was  much  interested. 

Hop  soon  told  his  story. 

He  elaborated  a  little  on  it,  for  he  did  not  want  to  acknowl¬ 
edge  that  he  was  afraid  when  he  was  forced  to  go  through 
the  passage  with  the  redskin. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  looked  sharply  at  Hop  as  he  finished  his 
remarkable  story. 

“Do  yer  mean  ter  tell  us  that  yer  butted  ther  Injun  inter 
ther  underground  stream?”  he  asked. 

“Yes,  Misler  Charlie,”  was  the  reply.  “Me  buttee  in  um 
libs;  len  me  upsettee  with  um  foot,  an’  Injun  fallee  in  um 
water.  Len  me  findee  way  outee,  velly  glad  me  livee.” 

“Then  there  was  more  than  two  of  ’em  around  here,” 
remarked  Cooley.  “There  must  be  somethin’  in  that  cavern 
that  they  don’t  want  anyone  ter  know  about,  an’  there’s  no 
mistake  about  that!” 

“Well,  I’ll  guarantee  that  we’ll  know  something  about  it 
before  we  get  through,”  said  our  hero.  “Of  course,  I  don’t 
want  to  interfere  with  any  Apaches  who  may  be  here,  but  I 
guess  we  have  as  much  right  to  go  into  that  underground 
place  as  they  have.” 

“Certainly  we  have.” 

“I  want  to  see  that  underground  stream,”  spoke  up  Ari¬ 
etta.  “I  have  ?“en  two  or  throe  of  them,  and  I  always  think 
►here  om ••'thing  grim  and  inspiring  about  them. 

>.'•>•  flow  to  no  one  knows  where,  for  the  outlets  can  never 

be  found.  ” 

“They  go  on  down  to  the  center  of  the  earth,  I  guess,  Et,” 
>poVe  up  Wild,  aughing. 

“Well,  th*  y  might,  for  all  we  know,”  the  girl  answered, 
;>rr'0  *Jy,  ‘  The  fart  that  you  see  a  black  stream  of  water 
ruro  r.g  toward  the  very  bowels  of  the  earth  i.s  enough  to 
erne  wood*  r  where  the  outlet  is.  I  want  to  learn  all  I 


can  about  the  underground  stream  in  the  cavern  before  we 
go  away.” 

“All  right,  Et;  we’ll  try  and  give  you  a  show  to  make  a 
good  study  of  it.” 

“One  th;ng  about  it,  Hop  didn’t  get  tight  on  the  whisky,” 
observed  Jim.  “The  Indian  took  it  away  from  him.  If  he 
had  waited  a  little  while  he  might  have  been  able  to  pick 
him  up  and  carry  him  through  the  passage  without  his  know¬ 
ing  it.” 

Hop  shook  his.  head  sadly. 

“Me  no  likee  Injun,”  he  said.  “He  dlink  um  tanglefoot  and 
len  bleak  um  bottle.” 

“Well,  that  part  of  it  serves  you  right,”  spoke  up  Arietta. 
“The  next  time  you  get  hold  of  a  bottle  of  liquor  you  will 
know  how  to  use  it,  perhaps.” 

“Yes;  me  dlinkee  up  soonee  me  git  um,  allee  samee  be¬ 
fore  you  say  Jackee  Lobinson!”  was  the  quick  reply. 

This  caused  a  laugh,  and  Arietta  decided  that  there  was  no 
use  in  trying  to  break  the  Chinaman  of  the  habit  of  drink¬ 


ing. 


it  was  now  getting  near  supper  time,  so  Wing  got  to  work 
and  started  a  fire. 

It  was  just  then  that  a  shot  rang  out  from  the  mouth  of 
the  cave,  and  Hop  let  out  a  yell. 


CHAPTER  IX. 
arietta’s  determination. 

Young  Wild  West  saw  the  flash  as  the  shot  was  fired,  and 
not  stopping  to  see  whether  Hop  was  badly  hurt  or  not,  he 
darted  around  the  opposite  side  of  the  rock. 

Crack! 

A  bullet  whistled  past  his  head,  and  then  it  was  that  he 
saw  an  Indian  in  the  act  of  turning  to  run  into  the  cavern. 

Crack ! 

It  was  Wild  who  fired  this  time. 

He  did  not  shoot  to  kill,  however;  he  simply  wanted  to 
stop  the  redskin,  for  he  thought  he  might  learn  something 
by  taking  him  alive. 

The  bullet  from  his  revolver  grazed  the  Indian’s  neck  and 
he  promptly  dropped. 

Before  he  found  out  that  he  was  not  hurt  Wild  was  upon 
him. 

A  quick  blow  between  the  eyes  and  the  redskin  fell  back 
dazed. 

Then  Wild  grabbed  his  wrist  and  wrenched  the  revolver 
from  him. 

“I  guess  I’ve  got  you,  old  fellow,”  he  said,  as  he  caught 
him  by  the  throat.  “Just  take  it  easy,  now,  or  you  may  get 
hurt.” 

Charlie  and  Jim  came  rushing  around  the  rock  at  that  mo¬ 
ment,  and  as  soon  as  they  saw  that  Wild  had  the  fellow  they 
sprang  to  his  assistance. 

In  less  than  a  minute  the  Indian  was  dragged  out  into  the 
open  air. 

The  rest  of  our  friends  gathered  around  as  he  was  lifted 
to  his  feet. 

“Thunder!”  gasped  Ralph  Cooley;  “if  it  ain’t  ther  red 
galoot  what  jumped  inter  ther  underground  stream,  I’m  a 
sick  coyote!” 

“Bring  him  over  here  and  tie  him  to  the  tree,  boys,”  Wild 
said,  pointing  out  the  tree  that  was  close  to  the  fire  Wing 
had  just  kindled. 

Charlie  and  Jim  hustled  the  prisoner  there  and  soon  had 
him  bound  so  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  escape. 

“Now,”  observed  the  dashing  young  deadshot,  looking  the 
prisoner  squarely  in  the  eyes,  “I  want  to  know  why  you  shot 
at  the  Chinaman  just  now.  If  you  don’t  speak  the  truth  you 
will  be  a  dead  redskin  inside  of  ten  minutes.” 

“Ugh!”  grunted  the  redskin;  “paleface  heap  much  talk;  me 
no  talk.” 

“I  guess  you’ll  talk  before  the  ten  minutes  are  up,”  and 
with  that  Wild  put  a  fresh  cartridge  in  his  revolver  and  then 
stepped  back  a  pace  and  leveled  it  at  the  Indian’s  breast. 

“You  tried  to  kill  the  Chinaman,  and  then  you  shot  at  me,” 
he  said,  coolly.  “That  makes  it  lawful  in  this  country  for  me 
to  kill  you,  because  you  are  too  far  away  from  a  court  of 
justice.  I  am  going  to  shoot  you  dead  if  you  don’t  answer 
the  questions  I  put  to  you.  Do  vou  feel  like  living,  or  do 
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you  want  to  make  a  quick  journey  to  the  Happy  Hunting 
Grounds  ?” 

The  boy  acted  as  though  he  surely  meant  to  keep  his  word 
and  kill  the  Indian,  for  he  had  a  way  of  doing  it  and  could 
fool  a  person  very  quickly. 

Of  course  he  would  not  have  been  guilty  of  shooting  a  help¬ 
less  prisoner,  no  matter  what  crime  he  had  committed. 

Rut  the  redskin  must  have  thought  it  would  be  all  up  with 
him  if  he  did  not  do  as  he  was  told,  for  he  very  quickly  said: 

“Me  no  like  palefaces  here.” 

Hop  was  suddenly  struck  with  an  idea,  and,  walking  up  to 
the  captive,  placed  his  nose  close  to  his  mouth  for  a  second 
or  two. 

Then  he  jumped  back  and  gave  a  nod  of  satisfaction. 

“Me  no  makee  mistakee,”  he  exclaimed;  “me  smell  tangle¬ 
foot.  Ledskin  dlink  my  tanglefoot.” 

“Great  gimlets!  ther  heathen  has  been  smellin’  of  ther  red¬ 
skin’s  breath,”  the  scout  exclaimed.  “That  is  what  I  call 
putty  good.  I’ll  try  it  myself.” 

He  stepped  up  and  tried  it,  and  then  he  knew  pretty  surely 
that  the  prisoner  had  been  drinking  whisky. 

That  made  it  look  as  though  it  really  was  the  fellow  Hop 
had  knocked  into  the  underground  stream. 

Wild  watched  the  redskin’s  face  while  all  this  was  go¬ 
ing  on. 

He  remained  stoical,  just  as  though  it  was  of  no  concern 
to  him. 

“What  did  you  steal  the  Chinaman’s  firewater  for?”  our 
hero  asked  him,  suddenly. 

“Injun  like  firewater,”  was  the  reply. 

“Well,  aft^r  you  got  his  firewater  what  made  you  make 
him  go  with  you  for?” 

“Me  want  Chinee  cook  for  me.” 

This  was  admission  enough  to  prove  that  Hop  was  right  in 
what  he  said. 

But  Wild  did  not  stop  there. 

“What  did  you  try  to  kill  that  man  for?”  he  asked,  point¬ 
ing  at  Cooley. 

“Paleface  man  try  to  kill  me,”  was  the  reply. 

“But  you  wanted  him  to  go  out  of  the  cavern  here.  'Why 
did  you  want  him  to  do  that?” 

“Palefaces  no  right  there;  Chinee  no  right  there.  Apaches 
only  go  in  the  big  cave.” 

“Ah!  I  see.  Well,  you  will  change  your  mind,  won’t  you, 
about  that?<  How  about  letting  us  all  go  in  and  look  around  ? 
We  want  fo  see  the  water  that  you  jumped  in  and  got 
knocked  in,  and  yet  you  didn’t  get  drowned.  You  shouldn’t 
object  to  that.  We  ai'e  not  after  the  gold  the  Apaches  have 
got  stowed  away  in  the  cavern.” 

The  redskin  had  been  trying  to  appear  very  indifferent,  but 
this  seemed  to  be  too  much  for  him,  and  he  gave  a  start  and 
looked  at  Wild  as  though  he  could  scarcely  believe  that  he 
had  heard  aright. 

“You  have  got  a  lot  of  gold  hidden  in  there,”  went  on 
our  hero,  who  knew  he  had  scored  a  point,  “and  if  you  are 
the  only  one  who  knows  it  is  there  what  do  you  care,  any¬ 
how?  Why  don’t  you  take  out  what  you  want  of  it  and  go 
and  become  civilized?” 

At  this  the  redskin  shook  his  head. 

“Pale  face  boy  heap  much  talk,”  he  said. 

“Well,  I  am  only  talking  what  is  right.  You  know  you 
have  made  a  big  mistake,  and  you  ought  to  be  glad  that  I 
spared  your  life,  for  I  could  have  shot  you  dead  if  I  had 
wanted  to.” 

The  Apache  looked  at  his  aim  that  had  been  grazed  by 
Wild’s  bullet. 

The  blood  had  just  been  drawn,  and  that  was  all. 

‘Taleface  boy  try  to  kill,  but  he  not  hit  in  right  place,”  he 
said. 

“Oh!  If  you  think  that  way  I  will  show  you  that  you  are 
wrong.  I  can  hit  anything  I  shoot  at.  Just  watch  this.” 

W  ild  picked  up  a  stone  that  was  no  larger  than  an  egg  and 
tossed  it  almost  straight  in  the  air. 

Then  out  came  his  revolver  and  he  fired  two  shots  at  it  in 
succession. 

The  Apache  opened  wide  his  eyes,  for  he  could  tell  that  the 
stone  had  been  hit  by  both  bullets. 

When  it  dropped  to  the  ground  our  hero  picked  it  up  and 
showed  him  where  the  bullets  had  hit  it  and  flattened  out. 

“I  guess  you  think  I  could  have  dropped  you  for  fair  now, 
don’t  you?"  he  asked. 

“Paleface  boy  heap  much  good  shoot’  1 


“Yes,  I  can  shoot  straight,  redskin.  I  am  Young  Wild 
West.”  • 

Then  it  was  that  the  Indian  gave  a  start. 

It  was  evident  that  he  had  heard  of  the  young  deadsno^HIft 
but  had  never  met  him  before. 

“Young  Wild  West  make  heap  much  fight  with  Apaches* 
he  said  with  a  sort  of  grunt. 

“Yes,  I  have  fought  the  Apaches  a  few  times,  and  I  always 
won  out,  too.  You  would  be  a  fool  to  fight  us,  for  I  would; 
shoot  you  before  you  had  time  to  sing  half  a  line  of  your 
death  song.  Now  if  you  will  promise  to  go  awTay  and  not 
bother  us  I  will  let  you  go.” 

“He  won’t  keep  his  promise  if  he  makes  one,’  spoke  up  Jim 
Dart. 

“No!  ther  measly  coyote  w'ould  shoot  us  down  ther  first 
chance  he  got.  He’d  be  as  treacherous  as  them  galoots  what 
followed  us  from  Hard  Scratch  was,”  declared  the  scout. 

“Injun  go  awray,  but  he  come  back,”  said  the  Apache, 
slowiy. 

For  a  wonder  he  did  not  try  to  deceive  them  by  making 
a  promise  he  did  not  mean  to  keep. 

“I  tell  you  what  to  do,”  spoke  up  Cooley.  “You  don’t  seem 
to  think  I  am  fit  to  go  in  the  cavern  with  you  to-night,  so 
wre  will  keep  the  redskin  until  morning,  and  then  we’ll  take 
him  in  there  with  us.  It  may  be  that  he’ll  show  us  somethin 
about  ther  place  that  would  be  interestin’.” 

“That  is  a  good  idea,  I  guess,”  said  Wild.  “Redskin,  you 
can  make  up  your  mind  that  you’re  going  to  be  a  prisoner  for 
a  while.  It  isn’t  safe  to  let  you  go,  for  you  W'ould  only  be 
trying  to  take  our  lives  if  w’e  stay  around  here,  which  we 
mean  to  do.” 

The  Apache  shrugged  his  shoulders,  but  made  no  reply. 

He  did  not  like  the  idea  of  remaining  a  prisoner,  but  he  " 
uTas  net  the  one  to  beg  for  his  life  or  liberty. 

Wild  told  Charlie  and  Jim  to  fix  him  so  he  wmuld  be  abl<?.±©' 
sit  or  lie  dowm,  if  he  wished,  and  then  he  turned  his  atten-  \ 
tion  to  the  supper  that  wras  nearly  ready. 

The  scout  and  Dart  soon  had  the  redskin  fixed  so  he  wras 
sure  to  stay  there,  and  then  they  turned  their  attention,  to 
the  supper  also. 

It  wras  now  near  six  o’clock,  and  as  they  were  all  hungry,  ^ 
they  thought  it  time  to  eat. 

After  the  meal  was  over  Arietta  thought  she  would  try’  her 
luck  at  questioning  the  prisoner.  W?  ( 

She  walked  over  to  him,  accompanied  by  Anna  and  Eloise. 

“How  is  it  that  you  have  decided  to  be  a  bad  Indian?”  she 
asked.  '  * 

“Injun  no  bad,”  was  the  reply.  'Wjl  l 

“But  you  tried  to  kill  a  man  wTith  an  ax  the  other  day,  and 
only  a  short  time  ago  you  shot  at  our  Chinese  servant  and 
then  at  \oung  Wild  West.  They  vrould  not  do  a  thing  to 
ha i'm  you.  \  ou  certainly  are  a  bad  Indian,  or  you  would  not 
act  like  that.” 

“Paleface  maiden  talk  much,”  the  Apache  retorted,  evi¬ 
dently  not  knowing  what  else  to  say. 

But  I  wTant  you  to  tell  me  wrhat  there  is  in  the  cavern  that 
you  do  not  w'ant  us  to  find.  Come,  you  may  as  well  tell,* 
for  it  cannot  hurt  you  any.” 


r  , ,  n.eaB  muen  pretty,"  was  the  reply. 

Well,  that  is  all  right.  But  tell  me  about  the  water  that 
goes  rushing  under  the  rocks  in  the  dark.  What  is  there 
beyond  the  place  where  it  goes  out  of  sight?” 

Onl?,  what  belongs  to  the  Apaches,  paleface  maiden;  the 
palefaces  must  not  go  there.” 

“Well,  I  am  going  there.” 

The  captive  redskin  looked  at  her  curiously. 

^ ou  no  afraid,  then?”  he  said. 

the^underground  *sitream.”  t0  find  out  thc  ot 

The  Apache  nodded  gravely. 

answered.  paleface  maiden  there  she  will  find  gold,"  he 
“Good!”  A 


men  mu  reusitin  snrugged  his 
sorry  he  had  said  as  much. 

Arietta  questioned  him 
more  from  him. 

T  '  V'a*t  until  w e  go  into  the  cavern. "  she  said  to  \nm 
I-loise.  |  will  find  out  what  is  there  that  the  Indian  do<M 


mourners,  as  though  he  Was 

further,  but  could  get  noth  Miff 
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not  want  us  to  trouble." 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE  VILLAINS  STILL  LOOK  FOR  REVENGE. 

As  the  reader  no  doubt  supposes,  Tombstone  Tom  and  his 
three  remaining  friends  did  not  intend  to  give  up  hunting 

down  Young  Wild  West 

If  anything,  they  were  more  bitter  than  ever  toward  the 
daring  young  deadshot. 

They  only  rode  half  a  mile  back  on  the  trail  and  then  they 
came  to  a  halt  and  dismounted. 

“Well,  boys,  I  reckon  we  got  it  worse  than  ever  that  time,” 
the  Terror  observed,  as  he  wiped  the  perspiration  from  his 

brow. 

“If  we  didn’t  git  it  good  an’  hard  no  one  ever  did!”  Red 
Runyon  exclaimed. 

The  Mosley  Brothers  nodded  and  shrugged  their  shoul¬ 
ders. 

They  were  thinking  of  what  had  happened  to  Coxey. 

“I  want  to  ask  you  fellows  if  this  ain’t  enough  ter  make 
us  idler  Young  Wild  West  till  we  git  him?”  Tombstone  Tom 

went  on  to  say. 

“It  are,”  said  Red  Runyon;  “an’  yer  kin  count  on  me  ter 
stick  to  yer  till  ther  job  is  finished.” 

“Me,  too,”  cried  Hank  Mosley. 

“An’  yer  kin  bet  I’ll  stick!”  chimed  in  Jake,  his  brother. 
“I  jest  thought  a  whole  lot  of  Coxey,  ’cause  he  was  a  mighty 
good  feller.  I’m  goin’  ter  git  revenge  fur  his  death.” 

The  villains  waited  for  a  full  hour  before  they  mounted  and 
proceeded  along  the  trail. 

Even  then  they  were  very  cautious  when  they  came  in  sight 
of  the  spot  where  our  friends  had  halted  at  noon. 

When  they  found  there  was  no  one  ther^  they  rode  on, 
keeping  a  sharp  lookout  ahead. 

They  knew  if  they  rode  at  a  very  fast  pace  they  would 
...  overtake  the  party,  and  as  they  did  not  want  to  do  this,  they 
kept  at  a  pretty  slow  pace. 

In  this  way  they  finally  neared  the  big  cavern. 

Tombstone  Tom  knew  where  it  was,  and  when  they  finally 
came  to  the  top  of  a  little  hill  he  halted  and  took  a  look 
ahead. 

He  was  not  long  in  noticing  that  a  couple  of  tents  had  been 
pitched  near  the  big  rock  that  hid  the  mouth  of  the  cavern 
from  view. 

“Hanged  if  Young  Wild  West  ain’t  stopped  right  where  I 
expected  ter  find  ther  two  redskins!”  he  exclaimed.  “That’s 
mighty  funny,  ain’t  it?” 

“I  reckon  it  is,”  retorted  Red  Runyon,  stroking  his  beard, 
thoughtfully.  I  wonder  if  they  come  here  on  purpose?” 

“What  do  yer  mean  by  that?”  Tom  asked  in  surprise. 

“Well,  it  sorter  struck  me  that  they  had  an  object  in 
cornin’  here.  They’re  with  ther  galoot  what  got  hurt,  yer 
know.  I  heard  Jack  Pepper  at  ther  Red  Hot  Tavern  say  as 
how  ther  galoot  got  cut  with  an  ax  in  a  fight  with  a  couple 
of  Injuns.  It  might  be  that  your  friends  is  ther  same  In¬ 
juns  that  done  it.” 

“By  jingo!  I  never  thought  of  that,  Red.  It  is  as  likely 
as  not  that  they’ve  come  here  fur  that.  Young  Wild  West 
wants  ter  hunt  ther  Injuns  up  an’  drop  ’em,  I  s’pose.  He’s 
always  after  bad  Injuns,  or  white  galoots  what  don’t  do 
things  jest  right.  He’s  an  awful  meddlesome  young  feller, 
an’  he’s  got  a  way  that  makes  ordinaiy  folks  like  him.” 

“I  reckon  we  ain’t  ordinary  folks,  then,”  spoke  up  Jake 
Mosley. 

“Well,  we  ain’t,  are  we?”  Tom  hastened  to  say. 

“No!  I  reckon  not!”  exclaimed  Hank.  “We’re  what  some 
folks  would  call  villains.” 

“But  we’re  jest  as  good  as  anyone,  fur  all  that,”  added  Red 

Runyon. 

“Never  mind  about  what  we  are,  boys.  It  would  take  a 
long  while  ter  argue  it  out,  I  s'pose.  We’ll  find  a  place  as 
r!o*e  a«  we  dare  ter  go  ter  Young  Wild  West’s  camp,  an’ 
then  v.e'Jl  stop  there.  “I  think  I  know  jest  ther  place.  Foller 

me.” 

The  leader  now  left  the  trail  our  friends  had  taken  and 
turned  to  the  left. 

Toe  other*  followed,  and,  keeping  along  a  ledge  that  swung 
around  the  fare  of  a  cliff,  they  rode  until  they  came  to  the 
high  pi"e  of  ground  that  was  between  them  and  the  camp 
r.^r  t r  <■  mouth  of  the  cavern. 

Ttt-  uc/im  itself  was  located  in  a  part  of  the  mountain 
that  sloped  down  in  the  back  into  a  deep  gorge  that  was  im- 
yn  u.t  to  be  reached,  to  all  appearances 


The  five  men  rode  around  this  and  finally  came  to  a  halt 
at  a  point  that  was  not  more  than  two  hundred  yards  in  a 
straight  line  from  the  camp  of  our  friends. 

But  in  order  to  reach  it  they  would  have  to  cross  a  nar¬ 
row  ledge  and  then  work  around  to  the  trail,  making  a  dis¬ 
tance  of  probably  a  quarter  of  a  mile. 

Tombstone  Tom  had  no  sooner  dismounted  than  he  was 
ascending  a  hill  to  get  a  .view  of  the  camp. 

As  soon  as  he  had  accomplished  his  purpose  he  gave  a 
quick  look  and  came  down. 

“Hanged  if  they  ain’t  got  one  of  my  Injun  friends  a  pris¬ 
oner!”  he  exclaimed. 

“What?”  said  Red  Runyon,  looking  incredulously  at  him. 

“It’s  a  fact,  Red.  They’ve  got  ther  very  Injun  I  saved 
from  dvin’  from'  ther  rattlesnake  bite.  I  know  him  so  well 
that  I  couldn’t  make  a  mistake  in  him.  It’s  Red  Snake,  thei 
’Pache,  as  sure  as  I’m  standin’  here!” 

The  men  looked  fit  him  in  silence  for  a  moment. 

“I  told  yer  so,”  said  Red  Runyon,  after  a  pause.  “They 
come  out  here  ter  hunt  down  ther  two  Injuns  what  give  it  . 
ter  ther  galoot  that’s  with  ’em.  Most  likely  they’ve  killed 
ther  other  Injun.” 

“Well,  it’s  all  right.  We’ll  see  ter  it  if  we  can’t  find  a 
way  ter  git  ther  prisoner  free.  If  we  only  could  he’d  be 
ready  to  do  anything  we  wanted  him  to.  Jest  wait,  boys.” 

The  five  villains  fixed  up  as  good  a  camp  as  they  could. 

They  did  not  have  much  with  them,  but  they  were  used  tc 
roughing  it,  and  the  blankets  they  had  to  sleep  on  and  the 
frying-pan  and  coffee-pot  were  quite  enough. 

Red  Runyon  had  seen  to  it  to  bring  along  a  few  supplies, 
so  they  were  not  going  hungry. 

“I  want  some  coffee,  boys,”  he  said.  “But  I  don’t  s’pose  it 
will  do  ter  make  a  fire  till  after  dark,  or  them  people  over 
there  will  see  ther  smoke.  They  won’t  be  able  ter  see  either 
ther  smoke  or  ther  light  from  ther  fire  after  it  gels  dark, 
’cause  ther  hill  will  shut  off  ther  view  all  right,  an’  ther  smoke 
will  git  up  among  ther  clouds  without  bein’  seen.” 

The  same  tiny  stream  that  supplied  our  friends  with 
water  ran  along  close  to  the  spot  they  had  halted  at  and  the 
vegetation  and  grass  was  as  rank  there  as  it  was  over  near 
the  big  rock  in  front  of  the  cavern. 

As  they  had  taken  their  time  in  getting  to  the  spot,  it  was 
close  to  sunset  when  they  found  that  Young  Wild  West  and 
his  friends  were  camped  so  close  by,  and  it  would  not  be  a 
veiy  long  time  before  they  would  have  a  chance  to  light  their 
fire.  •  * 

The  sun  set  and  darkness  gradually  came  on. 

At  length  they  thought  the  time  had  arrived  to  go  ahead 
and  get  something  cooked  for.  their  evening  meal. 

Red  Runyon  acted  as  the  cook,  and  when  he  got  the  fire 
going  and  the  coffee  over  the  blaze  he  gave  an  exclamation  of 
satisfaction.- 

They  had  some  meat  with  them,  which  had  been  smoked, 
so  it  would  not  take  long  to  cook  it  over  the  coals. 

This,  with  the  biscuits  they  had  brought  along  from  the 
store  in  the  mining  camp,  would  make  them  a  good  meal. 

In  fact,  it  would  be  as  good  as  they  were  in  the  habit  of 
getting  in  the  camp. 

“If  we  only  had  a  little  liquor  now  we  would  be  all  right,” 
observed  Tombstone  Tom.  “It  is  too  bad  we  didn’t  think  ter 
git  half  a  gallon  afore  we  left  Hard  Scratch.” 

“There’s  only  one  thing  that  hurts  me,  fellers,”  spoke  up 
Jake  Mosley,  “an’  that  is  that  poor  Coxev  ain’t  here.  It’s  a 
blamed  shame  that  he  had  ter  go  an’  git  his  medicine  from 
Young  Wild  West.” 

“There’s  no  use  talkin’  about  that,  Jake,”  said  his  brother. 
“What’s  done  can’t  be  undone.” 

“Yes;  but  we  kin  make  ther  young  feller  suffer  fur  It, 
though.” 

“An’  that’s  what  we  will  do,  too,”  remarked  Tombstone 
Tom. 

“I’m  willin’  ter  sneak  over  there  an’  tiy  an’  git  revenge 
now,”  said  Jake. 

“You  are  willin’  ter  do  that?”  the  Terror  asked,  looking  at 
him  sharply. 

“Yes.” 

”S’pose  yer  go  over  there  putty  soon  an’  try  an’  see  if 
yer  can’t  git  ther  redskin  loose  ?  1  reckon  that  tvould  be  ther 
best  way  ter  git  at  ther  business.” 

“Do  yer  mean  it,  Jake,  when  yer  say  yer  want  ter  go 
over  there?”  asked  the  man’s  brother. 

“Yes,  I  mean  it,”  was  the  reply. 
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“I  '  *  .1  'raid  you’re  a  little  hot-headed  ,an’  yer  may  git  shot 
if  yer  try  ter  down  Young  Wild.  West.” 

"Well,  1  won’t  try  ter  do  that  jest  now;  I’m  goin’  ter  try 
an'  git  that  Injun  free,  jest  as  Tom  says.” 

*T  don’t  think  you’re  hardly  ther  right  one  ter  do  that, 
either.” 

“What  makes  yer  think  that?” 

“Oh,  you  git  excited  over  any  little  thing,  an’  it  might  be 
that  you’d  git  killed,  anyhow.  I  reckon  I’d  be  ther  one  ter 
do  ther  job.” 

“Do  you  want  ter  go,  Hank?”  asked  Tombstone  Tom. 

“Yes,”  was  the  reply. 

“I’d  like  ter  go  myself,”  spoke  up  Red  Runyon. 

“Yer  would,  hey,  Red?  Well,  I’ve  got  a  notion  that  I’d 
like  ter  do  ther  job,  too,  so  ther  best  way  ter  settle  this  is 
ter  draw  lots.  That  will  be  fair  fur  all  hands,  an’  ther  one 
what  wins  kin  consider  that  he’s  goin  ter  do  somethin'  that 
will  be  ther  startin’  of  gittin’  square  on  Young  Wild  West.” 

This  proposition  seemed  to  suit  them  all. 

“How  are  we  goin’  ter  draw  lots?”  asked  Jake. 

“We’ll  pull  straws,”  was  the  reply. 

“There  ain’t  no  straws  here  ter  pull.” 

“Well,  we’ll  use  pieces  of  grass.  Ther  one  what  gits  ther 
shortest  piece  will  be  ther  one  ter  go.” 

The  Terror  picked  five  blades  of  grass  and  got  them  ready. 

Then  he  held  them  so  only  one  end  of  them  was  visible 
and  the  men  drew. 

Jake  gave  an  exclamation  of  joy  when  he  found  he  had 
been  the  one  to  draw  the  short  one. 

“It’s  all  right,”  he  said;  “I’m  ther  galoot  as  will  do  ther 
business.  I’ll  see  if  I  can’t  git  ther  Injun  free.” 

His.  brother  then  undertook  to  advise  him  as  to  what  he 
should  do,  but  Tombstone  Tom  interposed. 

“Let  him  use  his  own  judgment,”  he  said.  “He  won’t  know 
jest  what  he's  goin’  ter  do  till  he  gits  there.” 

Five  minutes  later  Jake  left  the  camp  and  started  on  his 
mission. 

It  was  pretty  dark,  but  he  had  figured  out  the  way  to  go 
an. |  he  crossed  the  ledge  and  made  his  way  around  the  hill. 

It  was  not  long  before  he  saw  a  lighted  lantern,  and  then 
he  knew  he  was  approaching  the  camp  of  Yroung  Wild  West 

He  moved  with  pretty  good  caution,  for,  in  spite  of  what 
his  brother  had  said,  he  was  about  the  best  one  of  the  five  to 
go  on  the  mission. 

Jake  crept  up  to  within  a  dozen  yards  of  the  camp. 

He  .<aw  that  Cheyenne  Charlie  was  sitting  close  to  a  tree 
with  his  rifle  across  his  knees. 

He. was  keeping  a  watch. 

The  rest  were  sitting  near  the  tents  talking,  and  the  In¬ 
dian  was  reclining  on  the  ground. 

Jake  knew  he  would  take  a  risk  in  getting  to  him,  but  he 
had  come  there  for  that  purpose  and  he  meant  to  do  it. 

He  paused  for  a  minute  and  then  began  creeping  around 
for  the  tree  to  which  the  redskin  was  bound. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  TRIUMPH  OF  THE  VILLAINS. 

While  the  villain  Jake  was  creeping  up  to  liberate  the 
Indian  our  friends  were  talking  of  what  they  were  going  to 
do  when  they  got  inside  the  cave. 

It  was  not  long -before  a  shout  went  up  from  Charlie  and 
then  a  pistol  shot  rang  out. 

Young  Wild  West  sprang  to  his  feet  and  was  just  in  time 
to  see  the  redskin  free  and  bounding  toward  the  cavern. 

Crabbing  up  the  lantern,  he  started  after  him. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  had  fired  the  shot,  and  it  was  Jake  who 
got  his  medicine. 

The  villain  had  succeeded  in  cutting,  the  redskin  loose,  and 
he  had  ju  t  raised  his  revolver  to  fire  a  shot  at  Wild  when  the 
scout  saw  him. 

('  rrlie  fired  to  kill,  and  he  did  pot  miss  his  mark. 

He  saved  the  life  of  Wild,  probably,  for  Jake  was  close 
enough  to  send  in  a  straight  shot 

A<  Charlie  saw  our  hero  dart  after  the  escaping  redskin 
he  decided  to  follow  him. 

He  picked  up  his  lariat  and  rifle  and  started  after  him. 

Th»  n  Arietta  suddenly  made  up  her  mind  to  go  into  the 
cavern. 

I’here  had  been  two  lanterns  lighted  in  the  camp,  and  Wild 
had  taken  one  of  them. 


Slie  picked  up  the  other  and  exclaimed:  I 

“Jim,  I  am  going  with  Wild  and  Charlie.  Take  care  of  the 
girls.”  | 

Jim  heard  her,  but  he  was  too  intent  on  watching  for  more 
of  the  villains  to  appear  to  answer  just  then. 

Jim,  in  fact,  did  not  know  that  Wild  and  Charlie  had  gone 
into  the  cavern  after  the  escaping  redskin. 

He  expected  that  it  was  one  of  the  rascals  they  had  sent 
back  that  day  who  had  liberated  the  Apache,  and  he  felt  cer¬ 
tain  that  the  rest  of  them  would  appear  in  short  order. 

But  when  a  minute  had  passed  and  there  was  naught  but 
sdence,  he  took  a  look  around  the  camp. 

Ralph  Cooley  and  the  Chinaman  were  crouching  behind  a 
boulder,  ready  to  fight,  and  the  girls  were  not  to  be  seen. 

Then  it  occurred  to  Jim  what  Arietta  had  said: 

It  was  dark  in  the  camp  now,  but  Jim  could  see  the  out¬ 
lines  of  the  three  behind  the  boulder. 

He  was  squatting  behind  a  tree  himself. 

“Did  Arietta  go?”  he  asked  in  a  whisper. 

“Yes;  Misler  Wild  and  Misler  Charlie  go,  too,”  answered 
Hop. 

“And  your  sweetheart  and  Mrs.  Anna  are  in  their  tent,” 
added  the  prospector.  “I  reckon  Young  Wild  West  don’t 
mean  ter  let  that  galoot  of  a  redskin  git  away.” 

“He  won’t  if  he  can  possibly  help  it,”  Jim  replied. 

But  Jim  felt  a  little  bit  uneasy. 

He  was  sorry  that  Wild  had  not  let  the  redskin  go,  for  he 
felt  that  they  were  liable  to  be  attacked  at  any  moment  by 
Tombstone  Tom  and  his  men. 

Jim  decided  to  take  a  look  around  and  find  out  if  there  was 
anyone  coming. 

He  crept  over  to  the  boulder  and  told  the  three  what  he  , 
was  up  to.  I 

Then  he  made  his  way  to  the  tent  in  which  Anna  and 
Eloise  were. 

“Girls,”  he  whispered,  “lie  close  to  the  ground,  for  if  any 
firing  is  done  you  might  get  hit.  The  boulders  in  front  of 
tent  will  protect  you  if  you  lie  down.” 

“All  right,  Jim,”  Eloise  answered.  “I  am  sorry  Arietta 
went  along 'with  Wild  and  Charlie,  though.  I  always  feel 
safer  when  she  is  with  us.” 

“Be  very  careful,  Jim,”  Anna  said. 

“I  will.  Y'ou  both  have  your  shooters  ready,  I  suppose?” 

“Y’es,”  came  the  reply. 

The  boy  crept  away  from  the  camp  and  began  to  crawl 
around  in  a  semicircle. 

He  had  not  gone  far  when,  without  the  least  warning,  he 
was  pounced  upon  by  a  man. 

He  was  thrown  flat  on  his  stomach,  while  a  hand  was 
clapped  over  his  mouth  at  the  same  time. 

Jim  had  been  caught! 

The  fact  was  that  Tombstone  Tom  and  the  rest  had 
hastened  toward  the  camp  the  instant  they  heard  the  pistol 
shot  and  shout. 

Somehow  they  had  felt  that  Jake  had  gone  under  and  they 
became  desperate. 

They  had  run  all  the  way  to  within  fifty  feet  of  the  dark¬ 
ened  camp,  and  then  they  dropped  to  the  ground  and  crawled 
up. 

As  luck  would  have  it,  Jim  Dart  crept  right  into  the  arms 
of  Red  Runyon. 

The  whole  three  of  them  soon  had  a  hand  in  rendering  Jim 
helpless. 

Then  they  lifted  him  and  carried  him  back  a  few  yards 
and  tied  him  to  a  tree,  so  he  could  not  roll  away. 

Then  back  they  crept  to  the  camp. 

Unfortunately  Anna  called  out  in  a  whisper  just  then,  and 
as  Cooley  answered  her  question  the  villains  received  the  in¬ 
formation  that  there  was  no  one  there  now  but  the  pros¬ 
pector  and  the  two  Chinamen,  besides  the  girls  in  the  tent. 

“We’ll  catch  them  galoots,”  Tombstone  Tom  whispered  to 
his  companions.  “Hank,  you  kin  change  your  voice;  jest  call 
out  fur  that  galoot  with  ther  wounded  shoulder  ter  come  here 
— that  somethin’s  up,  yer  know.” 

“All  right.”  answered  Hank,  and  then  in  a  shrill  whisper 
he  called  out:  _ I 

“Just  come  here  an’  foller  me.  I  reckon  we’ll  git  'them 
galoots  hard  an'  fast.  Ther  Chinamen  kin  stay  right  where 
they  are  till  we  come  back.” 

Cooley  was  easily  deceived,  and  as  the  Chinamen  were 
badly  frightened,  they  did  not  notice  that  it  was  not  Jim’s 
voice. 
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The  p:W''poctor  start  d  for  the  spot  the  voice  came  from, 
"'hen  Ik  got  there  a  revolver  was  placed  under  his  nose. 
One  lit  Jo  b.t  of  a  noise  an*  you’re  a  goner!”  Tombstone 

lorn  hissed  in  his  car. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


Cooley  was  unable  to  put  up  a  light  on  account  of  his 

wounded  shoulder. 

The  \  illains  had  a  Innat,  so  they  soon  had  him  bound  and 
gagged,  the  same  as  Jim. 

Then  they  dragged  him  back  and  tied  him  to  another  tree 
that  was  close  to  where  Jim  was. 

“New,”  said  Tombstone  Tom.  with  a  chuckle,  “Red,  me 
an  you  will  walk  right  inter  ther  camp,  jest  as  though  we 
was  these  two  fellers.  We’ll  catch  ther  two  heathen  galoots 
in  no  time,  an  then  we’ll  only  have  ther  gals  ter  fool  with” 

Leaving  Hank  in  the  background,  they  walked  boldly  into 

the  camp. 

,4\ou  tindee  baddee  Melican  mans,  Misler  Jim?”  Hop 
asked,  rising  to  his  feet.  i 

I  reckon  we  did,”  was  the  reply,  and  then  they  pounced 
uP°n  bi  th  Hop  and  \\  ing  and  bore  them  to  the  eartj?. 

1  hey  both  let  cut  a  cry,  though,  and  then  Anna  and  Eloise 
came  out  of  the  tent,  ready  to  fire. 

Come  here,  Hank!”  called  out  the  leader  of  the  villains. 

Hank  came  on  a  run. 

Anna  nerved  herself  and  fired  a  shot. 

But  it  went  over  the  scoundrel’s  head,  and  the  next  min- 
U  l viS  ■  'vas  se*zed  and  the  weapon  torn  from  her  grasp. 

Eloise  was  captured  quite  easily  by  Tombstone  Tom,  while 
Red  Runyon  took  care  of  the  Chinamen. 

In  less  than  five  minutes  all  hands  were  prisoners. 

But  the  three  villains  were  worried  for  fear  that  Young 
n  lid  West  and  Cheyenne  Charlie  would  appear. 

They  forced  Wing  to  tell  them  where  they  had  gone,  and 
then  the  leader  was  struck  with  an  idea. 

If  we  could  only  make  that  big  rock  fall  over  ag’in  ther 
opening  we’d  have  ’em!”  he  exclaimed.  “They’d  stay  there 
an’  starve  to  death.  I  reckon  that  would  be  revenge  enough 
for  us.” 

“It  sartinly  would,”  replied  Hank.  “I  wonder  what  they 
done  ter  Jake?” 


CONCLUSION. 

Young  Wild  West  was  bent  on  catching  the  redskin,  for  he 
depended  on  him  to  show  them  what  there  was  in  the  cavern 
that  was  being  kept  from  them. 

As  the  fellow  had  no  light,  he  could  not  run  as  fast  as 
Wild  with  the  lantern  and  he  rapidly  gained  upon  him. 

But  when  he  darted  into  a  passage  and  fled  through  the 
darkness  Wild  knew  he  stood  a  good  chance  of  hiding  some¬ 
where. 

However,  he  darted  into  the  passage  after  him,  followed 
by  Charlie  and  Arietta. 

Our  hero  could  hear  the  footsteps  of  the  escaped  redskin 
and  he  kept  on,  holding  the  lantern  so  he  could  see  his  way. 

But  suddenly  the  footsteps  ceased. 

Wild  run  on  a  few  steps  and  then  halted  and  waited  for 
the  scout  and  Arietta  to  come  up. 

“Have  yer  lost  him?”  asked  Charlie. 

“Yes,”  answered  the  dashing  young  deadshot. 

“Wild,  didn’t  Cooley  say  that  all  the  passages  in  the 
cavern  led  to  the  underground  stream?”  Arietta  asked. 

“That's  sol  Come  on!  We’ll  keep  right  on  ahead  and  see 
where  we  fetch  out  at.” 

The  three  now  ran  on  and  in  a  very  few  minutes  the  sound 
made  by  rushing  water  came  to  their  ears. 

Arietta’s  eyes  brightened. 

“It  is  the  underground  stream!”  she  exclaimed.  “I  am 
confident  that  it  is  going  to  be  the  means  of  something  won* 
derful  happening.” 

The  next  minute  they  were  standing  on  tlie  bank  of  the 
dark  rushing  stream,  where  the  passage  ended. 

The  other  passages,  something  like  half  a  dozen  in  number, 
all  merged  into  one  right  there. 


While  Tom  and  Red  were  trying  to  find  a  way  to  make  the 
big  rock  topple  over  he  went  around  in  search  of  his  brother. 

He  found  him  in  short  order  right  where  he  had  dropped. 

Jake  was  dead! 

Then  he  flew  into  a  rage  and  began  to  let  out  a  string  of 
oaths  that  were  horrible  to  hear. 

Tom  had  found  another  lantern  and  lighted  it. 

“They’ve  gone  in  ther  big  cave  after  ther  redskin,”  he  said, 
“an’  ther  chances  is  that  they’ll  be  a  good  while  catchin’ 
him.  We’ll  light  this  lantern  an’  try  an’  git  ther  rock  over. 
Hurry  up!  We  ain’t  got  an  awful  lot  of  time  ter  spare.” 

It  so  happened  that  the  rock  was  not  much  more  than 
balanced  in  its  position  before  the  mouth  of  the  cavern. 

Cooley’s  prospecting  tools  came  in  handy,  and  they  were 
soon  digging  on  the  inner  side. 

In  less  than  ten  minutes  the  rock  gave  a  lurch. 

Crash ! 

The  rock  jarred  the  ground  as  it  fell  over. 

“There’s  what  yer  might  call  a  livin’  death  fur  Them 
what’s  in  there,”  he  said  with  a  chuckle.  “Boys,  we  had 
hard  luck  first  off,  but  our  turn  come  after  a  while.” 

“If  we  hadn’t  lost  two  of  our  men  it  would  be  all  right,” 
answered  Red  Runyon. 

A  little  later  Jim  and  Cooley  were  brought  to  the  camp  and 
tied  to  trees. 

Then  the  two  girls  felt  slightly  relieved. 

They  removed  the  gags  from  the  mouths  of  the  two  cap¬ 
tives  and  began  questioning  them  about  the  money  they  had. 

But  our  friends  always  carried  most  of  their  money  in 
their  saddle-bags,  and  Jim  was  not  going  to  tell  them  that. 

However,  the  scoundrels  found  as  much  as  a  couple  of 
hundred  dollars  on  the  persons  of  Jim  and  the  prospector 
and  they  felt  that  they  were  partly  paid. 

•Well  wait  till  daylight  afore  we  fix  you  galoots,”  went 
on  th*  leader,  looking  at  Jim.  “I  reckon  we’ll  hang  yer,  an’ 
vrr-  wart  daylight  tor  do  it  in.  Jest  what  we’ll  do  with  ther 
gals  are  ain’t  settled  on  yet,  but  yer  kin  bet  that  we’ll  use 
thorn  all  right.  We’ll  make  queens  out  of  ’em,  or  somethin’ 
like  that,  I  reckon.” 

Just  th'-n  the  voice:  of  Wild  and  Charlie  were  heard  from 

the  cavern. 

“They  ha,  g?>t  u?  prisoners  and  have  fastened  you  in 
t Wild!"  Jirn  called  out  loudly. 

Ti.‘  u  the  ecou&dre-U  laughed  mockingly. 


^But  there  were  no  signs  of  the  Indian. 

“Wild,  I  am  satisfied  that  this  underground  stream  is  go¬ 
ing  to  bring  us  great  luck.” 

“In  what  way,  little  one?” 

“That  I  can’t  say.  But  it  will — see  if  it  don’t!” 

“Well,  I  hope  it  does,  but  let  us  find  the  redskin.  He  is 
the  fellow  who  can  give  us  some  information  about  it.” 

“I  think  the  redskin  will  come  here  if  we  wait,”  said  Ari¬ 
etta.  “He  may  have  got  lost  in  the  dark.” 

Wild  thought  they  had  surely  lost  him,  and  he  was  now  for 
going  back  to  see  how  they  were  making  out  at  the  camp. 

It  was  just  then  they  heard  footsteps  coming  their  way. 

The  next  minute  a  form  loomed  up  before  them. 

It  was  the  Indian,  sure  enough. 

“No  shoot!”  he  exclaimed,  holding  up  his  hands.  “Red 
Snake  is  now  a  friend  to  the  palefaces.  We  can  no  get  out 
of  the  cavern  by  the  way  we  came  in!” 

They  questioned  the  redskin  closely  and  he  told  them  that 
he  had  been  in  hiding  in  one  of  the  passages  until  a  few 
minutes  ago,  when  he  went  back  to  the  entrance,  having  de¬ 
cided  to  surrender  and  tell  the  secret  of  the  underground 
stream. 

Then  he  said,  he  found  that  the  big  rock  had  fallen  against 
the  opening,  and  that  it  was  impossible  to  get  out  that  way. 

Young  Wild  West  felt  that  the  redskin  was  telling  the 
truth. 

“We  will  go  back  and  see,”  he  said. 

They  soon  reached  the  closed  entrance  and  found  that 
what  the  Apache  had  said  was  true. 

Then  it  was  that  Wild  and  Charlie  shouted  to  their  friends 
on  the  outside. 

The  reply  they  received  from  Jim  Dart  and  the  hoarse 
laugh  of  the  three  villains  told  them  plainly  that  they  were 
caught  in  a  trap. 

“Come!”  said  the  Apache,  speaking  in  a  solemn  voice; 
“there  is  one  way  to  get  out — the  underground  stream!” 

Red  Snake  led  the  way  to  the  brink  of  tlie  roaring,  black 
waters  in  silence. 

He  stood  looking  at  the  water  for  a  moment,  and  then, 
after  making  some  mysterious  crosses  on  his  breast  and  fore¬ 
head,  he  turned  to  Wild  and  said: 

“Give  me  rope;  me  jump  in  water.  Then  you  jump  in  and 
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i  pull  you  up  in  the  gold  cave  of  the  Apaches.  Then  you 

£°.  ’• ,  ,nu‘  your  camp  from  the  outside  and  make  your 
i lands  free  from  bad  men.” 

.  .11  right.  Give  me  the  lariat,  Et.” 

C  ’.arlie  stood  in  the  mouth  of  the  passage,  with  the  pick 
,ie  i  ”d  found  at  the  mouth  of  the  sealed  entrance  over  his 
shoulder.  » 

Arietta  held  the  lantern  she  had  seized  when  she  started 
after  her  lover  and  the  scout. 

V>  Id  put  the  lantern  on  the  ground,  and  as  he  made  a  loop 
around  a  point  of  rock  the  lantern  was  knocked  over  and  it 
was  whisked  out  of  sight  by  the  turbulent  stream. 

But  they  still  had  a  lantern,  so  it  was  all  right. 

Red  Snake  took  hold  of  the  other  end  of  the  lariat. 

‘When  rope  get  tight  you  come,”  he  said  to  Wild. 

Then  the  Indian  unhesitatingly  leaped  into  the  water. 

Instantly  he  was  swallowed  up  and  then - 

A  sharp  jerk  came  on  the  lariat  and  it  slipped  from  the 
rock  and  went  after  him. 

“That’s  too  bad!”  said  Wild. 

Then  he  called  out: 

“Hello,  Red  Snake!” 

Paleface  boy  jump  in!  I  catch  him!”  came  the  faint  reply 
half  a  mjnute  later. 

'  Oh,  Wild!”  said  Arietta;  “you  are  not  going  to  make  that 
leap  in  the  dark,  are  you?” 

“It  has  got  to  be  done!”  cried  Wild,  nerving  himself  for 
the  jump.  “I  don’t  know  where  I’ll  fetch  up,  but  here  goes!” 

Arietta  uttered  a  scream  as  the  young  deadshot  made  his 
leap  in  the  dark. 

Splash!  Df»wn  he  went  and  then  he  felt  himself  being 
wnirled  along  like  a  cork  in  a  mill-race. 

By  a  desperate  effort  he  struggled  to  the  surface,  and 
then - 

Bump!  He  came  in  contact  with  a  rocky  ledge. 

He  caught  hold  of  the  rock,  and  then  it  was  that  a  pair  of 
hands  seized  him. 

“Right  up  here?  Young  Wild  West!”  came  the  voice  of  the 
ino  an  to  his  ears,  and  the  next  minute  Wild  was  upon  the 
rock. 


^ft  was  dark  where  he  was,  but  when  he  heard  Red  Snake 
v  '-'PC'!  for  him  to  come  on,  and  felt  a  revolver  that  was  per- 
^irus*'  his  hand,  he  unhesitatingly  did  so. 

“I his  way!  exclaimed  Red  Snake.  “Tombstone  Tom  said  1 

friend!”  S^ai've  dea^b  with  you,  so  I  am  no  longer  his 

Right  along  the  rocks  that  formed  the  roof  of  the  cavern 
t,.ey  went  and  the  next  minute  Wild  was  looking  upon  the 
camp  below. 


The  three  villains  were  seated  near  the  lantern  they  had 
1  anc*  aPPcared  to  be  in  the  best  of  moods. 

VVild  saw  there  was  a  way  to  get  down. 

beforethenTaitmg  another  second>  he  dashed  down  and  stood 


“Hands  up!”  he  cried  in  ringing  tones. 

lvers mstead  of  obe^>  the  villains  reached  for  their  re- 


Crack,  crack,  crack! 


There  was  no  alternative,  so  Young  Wild  West  fired  three 
times  in  quick  succession.  Tombstone  Tom  and  his  follower* 
were  wiped  out  forever. 

Then  the  work  of  getting  an  opening  at  one  side  of  the 
rock  was  begun  as  soon  as  the  prisoners  were  liberated. 

Charlie  and  Arietta  had  come  to  the  entrance  and  were 
waiting  to  get  out,  the  scout  working  with  his  pick  on  the 
inside. 

When  they  were  liberated  there  was  a  general  rejoicing. 

Red  Snake  appeared  to  be  sad,  but  after  an  hour  of  silence 
he  turned  to  Wild  and  said: 

“There  is  gold  in. the  cave;  go  and  get  it.  Me  go  back  to 
reservation  and  be  good  Injun.” 

The  next  morning  they  all  paid  a  visit  to  the  cave  near  the 
underground  stream  and  they  found  that  the  Indian  had 
spoken  the  truth. 

Red  Snake  explained  that  he  had  regarded  the  cave  as  a 
sacred  one.  because  it  had  been  discovered  ages  before  by 
his  forefathers,  and  that  he  and  the  brave  who  had  been 
killed  by  Cooley  were  the  only  ones  who  knew  of  its  exist¬ 
ence. 

It  was  easy  to  understand  now  how  it  was  that  he  had 
jumped  into  the  underground  stream  and  then  come  out  alive. 

All  one  had  to  do  was  to  grasp  the  rock  and  haul  them¬ 
selves  out  as  they  were  whirled  toward  the  place  where  the 
water  was  sucked  down  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth. 

The  gold  amounted  to  several  thousand  dollars  in  value, 
and  when  Wrild  insisted  that  the  Indian  take  his  share  he  did 
so. 

The  next  day  they  all  went  back  to  the  mining  camp 
known  as  Hard  Scratch,  and  there  they,  told  their  story. 

This  ends  the  story  of  “Young  Wild  West’s  Leap  in  the 
Dark;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Underground  Stream.” 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “YOUNG  WILD  WEST 
AND  THE  SILVER  QUEEN;  OR,  THE  FATE  OF  THE 
MYSTIC  TEN.” 


SPECIAL  NOTICE  “^3 

Please  give  your  newsdealer  a  standing  order  for 
your  weekly  copy  of  “WILD  WEST  WEEKLY.”  The 
War  Industries  Board  has  asked  all  publishers  to 
gave  waste.  Newsdealers  must,  therefore,  be  in¬ 
formed  if  you  intend  to  get  a  copy  of  this  weekly 
every  week,  so  they  will  knowr  howr  many  copies  to 
order  from  us. 
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BBT*  LOOK!  LOOK!  LOOK! 

Bxeiting  Detective  Stories  in  Every  Number 

MYSTERY  MAGAZINE” 


48  PAGES  OF  READING 

HANDSOME  COLORED  COVERS 

The  greatest  detective  stories  ever  wTitten  are 
out  Semi  m°nthiy  Don’t  faiI  t0  get  a  copy  of  this 

tective  story,  it  also  contains  a  large  number  of 
Oi  other  matter  that  would  be  of  special  interest  to 
magazine  of  its  kind  on  the  market.  When  you  have 
there  are  no  detective  stories  that  can  equal  the 


PRICE  TEN  CENTS  PER  COPY 

FOR  SALE  AT  ALL  NEWS  DEALERS 
now  being  published  in  “MYSTERY  MAGAZINE.” 
splendid  publication,  for  besides  the  big  feature  de¬ 
short  stories  and  interesting  articles,  and  all  kinds 
young  and  old.  It  is  the  only  real  elective  story 
read  it,  be  sure  to  tell  all  your  friends  about  it,  for 
ones  in  this  magazine 
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HELP  YOUR  COUNTRY! 


ENGLISH  WOMEN’S  GREAT  WORK  IN  WAR. 

Miss  Caroline  Spurgeon,  professor  of  English 
literature  at  the  University  of  London  and  head  of 
the  department  of  English  literature  at  Bedford  Col¬ 
lege,  stated  during  her  visit  to  Washington  as  a 
member  of  the  British  Educational  Mission  that 
university  women  of  England  are  officering  women’s 
military  organizations  of  Great  Britain,  the 
“Waacs”  (the  Woman’s  Army  Auxiliary  Corps),  the 
* ‘Wrens”  (the  Woman’s  Royal  Naval  Corps),  and 
the  “Penguins,”  or  the  Women’s  Flying  Corps. 

“The  last  named,”  said  Miss  Spurgeon,  “is  prob¬ 
ably  to  be  a  permanent  organization.  So  far  women 
have  done  very  little  flying,  but  they  are  learning  all 
the  details  about  airplanes  and  automobiles.  They 
are  qualifying  as  draftsmen  and  in  the  construction 
departments.  Women  in  London  are  driving  trucks. 
Probably  because  they  are  out  in  the  open  air  so 
much  of  the  time  their  health  appears  not  to  have 
suffered,  but  often  to  have  been  improved  by  the 
I*  work.  University  women  of  England  are  also  qual¬ 
ifying  as  engineering  experts,  chemists,  physicists, 
health  inspectors,  and  employment  managers.  At 
Bedford  College  a  course  of  one  year  is  given  women 
to  prepare  them  as  welfare  workers. 

Relative  to  the  entrance*  of  women  into  industry, 
Miss  Spurgeon  cited  an  interesting  incident.  “At 
the  beginning  of  the  war  a  woman  interested  in  re¬ 
placing  men  by  women/  she  said,  “entered  the  Otis 
elevator  plant  in  London  and  asked  to  see  the  fac¬ 
tory.  She  was  not  permitted  to  leave  the  elevator 
to  inspect  the  machinery,  for  the  manager  was  sure 
the  men  would  suspect  what  she  was  doing  and 
there  would  be  trouble.  To-day  women  are  practi¬ 
cally  running  that  plant.  It  has  been  discovered  that 
when  women  have  the  machine  sense  they  usually 
have  it  more  highly  developed  than  men.  They  are 
quicker  and  more  thorough.  Some  women,  of 
course,  never  have  it. 

“Our  employment  exchanges,  which  correspond  to 
the  officers  of  the  United  States  Employment  Serv¬ 
ice,  have  found  that  shorter  shifts  among  women 
produce  much  more  efficient  service.  Professional 
sections  have  been  added  to  the  exchanges  within 
the  last  two  years.  The  war  has  brought  English 
women  of  education  into  touch  with  many  new 
forms  of  work,  and  university  women  for  the  first 
time  have  recognized  the  value  of  Government  labor 
exchanges.” 


AIDS  GIRL  WORKERS  IN  WASHINGTON. 

Girl  war  workers  in  Washington  are  gradually 
finding  relief  from  the  unpromising  living  condi¬ 
tions  heretofore  confronting  them.  An  especially 
helpful  measure  has  been  the  recent  taking  over  by 


the  United  States  Housing  Corporation  of  many  of 
the  stately  old  mansions  of  the  capital  for  the  use 
of  these  newcomers.  Several  of  these  houses  have 
already  been  opened  and  are  being  operated  success¬ 
fully. 

The  establishment  of  the  “Ordnance  Club”  at 
1711  I  Street  NW.  is  an  interesting  case  in  point. 
Commodiously  built,  this  house  is  to  be  used  as  a 
combination  home  and  clubhouse  for  the  woman 
personnel  of  the  civilian  branch  of  the  Army  Ord¬ 
nance  Department.  The  extensive  ground-floor 
suite  has  been  fitted  up  as  reading  and  recreation 
rooms,  while  the  two  upper  stories,  of  five  rooms 
each,  will  furnish  uncrowded  sleeping  quarters  for 
a  fortunate  15  of  the  unit.  Open  fire-places,  old- 
fashioned  mahogany  furniture,  and  well-filled  book 
shelves  contribute  to  uie  atmosphere  of  general  com¬ 
fort  and  refinement  which  distinguishes  the  whole 
place.  Winter  recreational  plans  for  the  members 
include  occasional  dances,  musicales,  plays,  and 
other  feature  entertainments. 

The  membership  fee  is  $2,  with  an  additional 
monthly  due  of  50  cents.  Girls  who  occupy  the 
sleeping  rooms  pay,  of  course,  a  moderate  rental  for 
their  quarters.  As  soon  as  arrangements  can  be 
completed  a  cafe  is  to  be  opened,  where  nourishing 
food,  in  sufficient  quantity,  will  be  served  the  mem¬ 
bers. 


NEGRO  EMPLOYEES  AIDED. 

The  Carnegie  Steel  Co.  of  Pittsburgh,  is  trying  to 
better  the  living  as  well  as  recreational  conditions 
under  which  their  negro  employees  have  been  forced 
to  live.  They  have  hired  negro  welfare  workers  in 
two  of  their  mill  centers  and  are  now  planning  to 
extend  this  type  of  work  to  the  other  mill  districts. 

At  the  Homestead  Steel  Works  there  has  been 
developed  a  plan  for  a  negro  club  house  which  will 
contain  dormitories,  gymnasiums,  public  baths,  com¬ 
munity  lockers,  recreation  rooms,  and  special  class¬ 
rooms  for  educational  work. 


WORK  IS  THE  RULE  IN  COLLEGES. 

Work,  not  “rah-rah,”  is  the  keynote  of  college  life 
this  fall  in  practically  every  institution  in  the  land. 

Practically  all  the  college  students  of  the  country 
are  entering  military  organizations,  and  those  who 
are  not  devoting  themselves  to  their  studies  and  to 
civilian  forms  of  war  work  with  a  seriousness  se* 
dom  witnessed  before. 

The  usual  college-boy  demeanor  has  been  supei- 
seded  by  the  necessities  of  the  war,  and  in  uniform 
or  out  of  it  the  college  men  of  the  Nation  are  render¬ 
ing  effective  service. 
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STANDING  BY  HIS  CHUM 

- OR - 

THE  SCHOOLBOYS  OF  RICHLAND  HALL 


By  DICK  ELLISON 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  VI  (Continued). 

“I — I’m  sorry.  I — I  admire  your  s-sister  very 
m-much,  Mr.  Lane.  I — I’d  like  to  know  you.  I — I 
lead  a  very  lonely  life  at  Castle  Ravenswood.  I — I — 
I  am  determined  to  break  it  up.” 

There  was  something  almost  pitiful  in  this  appeal. 

“Oh,  let’s  be  civil  to  the  fellow.  He’s  half  a 
fool,  anyway,”  whispered  Dick. 

“You  can;  I  won’t,”  growled  Jack,  and  to  Reggie’s 
speech  he  made  po  reply. 

In  a  moment  Reggie  came  again,  keeping  pace 
with  the  wheels  in  his  auto. 

“I — I  say,  Lane!”  he  called.  “M-mebbe  you 
d-didn’t  hear  me.  I — I  want  to  be  more  sociable 
than  I — I  have  been,  and  I  mean  to  be,  no  matter 
w-what  Mr.  Fishton  says.  If  I — I  g-get  up  a  yacht¬ 
ing  p-party  and  invite  y-you  and  your  s-sister  and 
your  friend  here,  it  will  be  all  right,  won’t  it? 
You’ll  go?” 

“No;  I  won’t  go,”  retorted  Jack,  with  positive 
rudeness.  “  I  don’t  want  to  know  you,  Mr.  Van  Dorn, 
and  my  sister  don’t  want  to  know  you  either.  That’s 
flat.” 

Reggie  put  on  an  injured  air,  but  said  no  more. 

Turning  on  full  power,  he  sent  the  automobile 
flying  down  the  road. 

“Don’t  you  think  you  were  a  little  hard  on  the 
fellow,  Jack?”  asked  Dick. 

“Don’t  know.  I  suppose  I  was.  I  don’t  like  him, 
anyhow,  and  what’s  more  I  won’t  have  him  chasing 
after  my  sister,”  retorted  Jack,  and  there  the  mat¬ 
ter  dropped. 

1  he  boys  rode  on  to  Castleton,  where  at  the  sup¬ 
per  table  Jack  related  the  Reggie  incident,  making 
all  kinds  of  fun  of  the  young  nabob,  in  which  Nellie 
joined. 

Dr.  Lane  listened  gravely  to  their  talk. 

“Jack,  he  said  at  last,  “while  I  perfectly  agree 
"  itn  you  that  young  Van  Dorn  is  not  a  desirable 
person  for  us  to  cultivate,  I  could  wish  you  would 
learn  better  manners.  It  costs  nothing  to  be  a 
gentleman,  which  in  this  instance  you  were  certainly 
not. 

-But  really  there  is  something  very  mysterious 
about  that  young  man,”  he  went  on  to  say.  “He 
doesn  t  look  a  bit  like  either  his  father  or  mother, 


both  of  whom  I  knew  well,  and  yet  in  his  childhood 
he  greatly  resembled  his  mother.  I  was  frequently 
called  to  attend  him  then.” 

“But  I  think  I  have  heard  you  say,  father,  that 
he  was  decidedly  weak-minded  as  a  child,”  remarked 
Nellie. 

“Yes,  very  much  so,”  replied  the  doctor.  “I  never 
expected  him  to  develop  even  the  limited  intelligence 
which  he  now  displays.  But  it  is  not  that,  but 
the  life  he  leads  with  his  guardian,  whom  nobody 
knows,  and  who  is  so  seldom  seen.  What  does  it 
all  mean?  I  don’t  wonder  the  young  man  has  grown 
tired  of  it,  and  is  trying  to  kick  over  the  traces. 
I  certainly  should,  were  I  in  his  place.  Next  time 
he  addresses  you,  if  he  ever  does,  I  wish  you  would 
be  more  civil  to  him.  The  time  is  coming  when  we 
Castleton  people  will  insist  upon  knowing  what  is 
going  on  at  Castle  Ravenswood.” 

Here  was  more  mystery. 

Dick  thought  that  Dr.  Lane  would  perhaps  go 
further,  but  he  said  no  more,  and  the  conversation 
drifted  to  Sam  Sloan’s  disappearance,  which  Dick 
thought  troubled  Nellie  a  good  deal. 

Dick  passed  a  delightful  Saturday  and  Sunday 
with  the  Lanes,  and  at  nine  o’clock  Sunday  evening 
he  and  Jack  started  to  return  to  school. 

“Shall  we  go  back  by  the  short-cut?”  demanded 
Dick,  once  they  were  under  way. 

“I  think  so,”  replied  Jack.  “It  saves  a  lot  of  time, 
and  we  don’t  want  to  come  tumbling  into  school  just 
at  the  last  minute.” 

So,  avoiding  the  main  road,  the  boys  struck  for 
Castle  Hill. 

It  was  overcast  and  decidedly  dark. 

They  had  just  come  in  sight  of  the  big  iron  gate 
in  the  wall  when  the  rumble  of  an  automobile  was 
heard  behind  them. 

The  boys  took  to  the  side  of  the  road. 

“Reggie  again,”  exclaimed  Jack. 

“Probably,”  replied  Dick,  “and  I  do  hope  you  will 
try  to  follow  your  father’s  advice  and  be  more  civil 
to  him,  Jack.” 

“Well,  I’ll  try,”  was  the  reply,  “but  it  comes  hard 
to  be  civil  to  a  person  I  despise,  as  I  do  that  fellow.” 

The  auto  whirled  past  them. 

Reggie  was  at  the  wheel 
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In  the  tonneau  sat  two  persons. 

One  was  the  young*  man’s  guardian,  Mr.  Fishton, 
while  the  other,  to  the  utter  amazement  of  the  two 
wheelmen,  was  a  boy  of  about  their  own  age,  who 
bore  a  most  astonishing  resemblance  to  Sam  Sloan! 

He  sat  motionless,  and  looked  straight  at  them, 
never  uttering  a  word  or  betraying  any  recognition 
of  the  boys. 

The  auto  went  past  like  a  flash. 

At  the  same  time  Mr.  Fishton  put  a  whistle  to  his 
lips  and  blew*  a  shrill  blast. 

Instantly  the  iron  gate  swung  open,  and  the  auto 
disappearing  within,  it  was  closed  again. 

“Great  Scott !”  gasped  Jack.  “Wasn’t  that  Sloan?'’ 

“It  sure  was!”  said  Dick.  “What  can  it  mean?” 

“Here,  you  two  boys!  Let  ine  catch  you  on  this 
road  again  and  I’ll  set  the  dogs  on  you!”  bawled 
Mike  Cole,  through  the  bars  of  the  iron  gate. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

“I  SAW  SAM  SLOAN." 

Dick  and  Jack  rode  on,  neither  answering  Mike 
Cole’s  threat  nor  quickening  speed. 

The  automobile  had  disappeared  within  the  Castle 
Ravenwood  enclosure,  and  the  big  gate  was  shut. 
The  threat  was  not  repeated. 

Probably  Mike  Cole  retreated  after  the  auto. 
When  the  boy  got  a  little  further  along  Dick 
jumped  off  his  wheel,  and  the  action  brought  Jack 
Lane  to  a  halt. 

“Did  you  see?'’  the  latter  exclaimed. 

“I  saw  Sam  Sloan  in  that  automobile  along  with 
Mr.  Fishton  and  Reggie,"  replied  Dick.  “That’s 
what  I  saw.” 

“And  I  thought  I  saw  the  same  thing;  but  say, 
Dick,  we  must  be  mistaken.” 

“No,  we  were  not.” 

“Oh.  it  couldn’t  have  been  Texas.  The  thing  is 
impossible." 

“I  saw  Sam  Sloan  in  that  automobile,”  persisted 
Dick.  “  Whatever  the  explanation  is,  I  saw  Sam 
Sloan." 

“I’m  sure  that  feller  looked  like  him,  all  right,” 
admitted  Jack,  “but  it  just  couldn’t  have  been  Sam; 
with  no  better  light  than  we  had  one  is  liable  to  be 
deceived.” 

Jack  Lane  was  one  of  those  persons  who,  when 
anything  fails  to  appeal  to  their  reason,  will  prompt¬ 
ly  go  to  work  to  argue  against  their  own  convictions, 
against  facts,  whereas  Dick  Dutton  was  always  the 
l>oy  to  stand  by  his  guns. 

I  saw  Sam  Sloan,  Lane,  and  that’s  all  there  is  to 
it,”  v. a  Dick’s  reply  to  this  last  speech.  “Now,  then, 
what  are  we  going  to  do?’’ 

What  can  we  do?” 

*  We  want  to  do  the  right  thing.” 


“Better  beat  it  to  the  hall  and  tell  Dick,  hadn’t  we  ?” 

“I  wish  I  could  get  a  look  in  behind  that  wall." 

“  And  get  chewed  up  by  the  dogs  or  shot  by  Mike 
Cole.” 

“They  say  there  are  dogs  in  there;  maybe  it  is  so, 
but  for  my  part,  I  never  saw  one  or  even  heard  one 
bark,  did  you?” 

“Well,  no;  to  come  down  to  a  fine  point,  1  never 
did;  but  that’s  what  everybody  says.” 

“I  was  talking  with  Ben  Hampton,  the  butcher 
over  at  Castlcton,  and  he  don’t  believe  in  the  dogs, 
either,”  remarked  Jack,  after  a  few  minutes  of  si¬ 
lence.  He  goes  in  there  with  his  wagon  every  other 
day.  He  says  he  never  saw  a  sign  of  a  dog,  or  sold 
them  any  dog-meat,  either.” 

“If  there  was  any  earthly  way  of  getting  over  the 
wall  I’d  make  a  try  to  sneak  up  to  the  house  and 
find  out  if  we  could  see  anything  of  Sam,”  replied 
Dick,  “but  as  there  isn’t  I  guess  we  better  go  back 
to  the  Hall  and  tell  Dr.  Richland.  He  will  know 
what  to  do.” 

Mounting  their  wheels,  the  boys  rode  back  to  the 
school. 

It  was  almost  ten  o’clock  when  they  reached  Rich¬ 
land  Hall,  and  they  were  just  in  time  to  slip  in  before 
the  doors  were  locked. 

Dick  looked  up  Professor  Poplam,  and  told  him 
that  he  wanted  to  see  the  doctor  at  once  on  a  matter 
of  importance. . 

This  was  the  usual  routine. 

It  was  one  of  Dr.  Richland’s  rigid  rules  that  any 
boy  in  school  could  demand  and  obtain  a  private  in¬ 
terview  with  him  at  any  proper  time  without  being 
obliged  to  state  the  reason  to  anyone,  and  it  was  a 
rule  which  worked  very  well,  for  it  served  to  bring 
the  scholars  and  principal  in  closer  touch  with  each 
other. 

In  some  large  boarding  schools  which  we  have 
known  pupils  and  principal  were  scarcely  ac¬ 
quainted.  This  should  never  be. 

Thus  Dick  and  Jack  easily  obtained  their  inter¬ 
view,  and  were  shown  into  the  doctor’s  study,  where 
the  former  told  of  their  adventure  on  the  short-cut. 

“Really,”  said  the  doctor.  “Dutton,  you  amaze 
me.  Lane,  you  also  think  you  saw  Sam  Sloan  in  that 
automobile?” 

“Lane  isn’t  so  sure,  sir,”  began  Dick,  when  the 
doctor  interupted  with : 

“Let  him  tell  his  own  story,  Dutton.  You  have 
had  your  say.” 

“Well,  sir,  he  certainly  looked  like  Texas,”  began 
Jack. 

“Texas !”  said  the  doctor.  “Who  is  Texas?  What 
are  you  talking  about?” 

“I  mean  Sloan,  sir.” 

“Oh,  ah,  yes.  That  is  his  nickname,  T  presume. 
You  say  you  positively  identified  him.” 

“No,  sir.  J  didn’t  say  that.  It  was  not  light,  you 
know.  I  couldn’t  be  sure.” 

i  (To  be  continued.) 
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CURRENT  NEWS 


PENCIL  IN  POCKET  SAVES  LIFE  OF  LAD. 

A  metal  lead  pencil  in  his  pocket  stopped  a  bullet 
and  practically  saved  the  life  of  Glen  Catlin,  twelve- 
year-old  son  of  Rev.  Catlin,  of  Council  Blulfs,  Iowa, 
during  a  war  game  here. 

Several  boys  had  built  a  cave  in  the  outskirts  of 
town,  and  while  young  Catlin  was  advancing  to  the 
cave  Eddie  Emig,  fourteen,  who  was  standing  guard, 
fired  a  .22-calibre  rifle  in  the  general  direction  from 
which  the  Catlin  boy  was  advancing.  The  bullet 
tore  a  button  off  his  coat  and  was  stopped  by  the 
metal. 


FISH  SKIN  SHOES. 

At  the  recent  exposition  of  the  chemical  industries 
at  Grand  Central  Palace  there  was  an  interesting 
exhibit  of  leather  made  from  the  skin  of  fishes, 
shark,  porpoise  and  tuna  fish,  which  showed  it  to  be 
as  full  of  good  qualities  as  is  leather  made  from  the 
skins  of  animals. 

Scientists  at  the  Pratt  Institute  and  the  United 
States  Bureau  of  Fisheries  have  been  experimenting 
upon  fish  skin  as  a  substitute  for  leather,  and  the 
raw  hide  of  sharks  and  porpoises  already  is  in  com¬ 
mercial  use.  Porpoise  skin  razor  strops  have  been 
used  for  years,  and  other  kinds  of  fish  leather  would 
have  been  on  the  market  long  ago,  the  scientists  say, 
had  it  not  been  that  there  was  an  abundance  of  real 
leather. 


MEN  AND  ARMS  CAPTURED. 

The  British  took  200,000  prisoners  on  the  western 
battle  front  from  Jan.  1  to  Nov.  5,  inclusive,  ac¬ 
cording  to  an  official  statement  made  in  the  House 
of  Commons  Nov.  7.  In  the  same  period  the  French 
captured  140,000,  the  Americans  50,000  and  the  Bel¬ 
gians  15,000  making  a  total  of  405,000  captured  dur¬ 
ing  the  year  on  this  front  alone. 

The  armies  of  the  Allies,  since  the  great  offensive 
began  on  the  western  front  on  July  15  have  cap¬ 
tured  6,217  cannon,  38,622  machine  guns  and  3,907 
mine  throwers,  according  to  a  press  message  of  Nov. 
3  fiom  Paiis.  During  October  the  Allies  captured 
108,343  prisoners,  including  2,472  officers,  as  well  as 
2,064  cannon,  13,639  machine  guns  and  1,193  mine 
throwers. 


PORTABLE  BELGIAN  TOWN  IS  BUILT  BY  RED 

CROSS. 

On  the  slope  of  a  hill  near  Havre,  France,  a  typical 
Belgian  village  is  being  built  by  the  American  Red 
Cross.  The  houses  are  all  to  be  portable.  When 
peace  time  comes,  the  entire  village  will  be  moved  to 
Belgium.  Every  house  is  being  built  so  that  it  may 
be  readily  taken  down,  shipped,  and  re-assembled.  • 


There  are  to  be  two  schools  with  Belgian  teachers, 
a  Belgian  priest,  Belgian  civic  officials  and  a  large 
to-operative  store.  The  inhabitants,  who  will  move 
into  the  villages  as  soon  as  the  buildings  are  com¬ 
plete,  will  be  100  families  of  refugees  from  Belgium, 
who  are  destitute  and  who  have  each  at  least  four 
children.  The  cottages  will  have  electric  light,  run¬ 
ning  water,  gardens,  and  will  rent  for  $6  a  month. 
Those  who  cannot  pay  rent  will  be  provided  for. 

This  important  reconstruction  work  is  one  of  the 
first  large  tasks  to  be  undertaken  in  the  rebuilding 
of  devastated  Belgium. 


MONSTER  SEAPLANE  CARRIES  SIXTEEN. 

,/  The  Nancy  I.,  the  largest  seaplane  in  the  United 
States,  flew  over  Washington  Nov.  8  en  route  to 
Hampton  Roads,  carrying  fifteen  officers  in  addition 
to  the  pilot.  Starting  from  the  Navy  aviation  station 
at  Anacostia,  the  huge  machine,  with  a  wing  stretch 
of  126  feet  and  propelled  by  three  12-cylinder  Lib¬ 
erty  motors,  developed  great  speed  in  a  short  flight 
over  the  capital  and  then  started  down  the  Potomac 
river,  watched  by  a  large  group  of  officers.  Rear 
Admiral  D.  W.  Taylor,  Chief  of  the  Bureau  of  Con¬ 
struction  and  repair;  Rear  Admiral  R.  S.  Griffin, 
Chief  of  the  Bureau  of  Steam  Engineering,  and 
Capt.  G.  W.  Steele,  jr.,  Director  of  Naval  Aeronau¬ 
tics,  inspected  the  plane  and  appeared  to  be  satisfied 
that  it  could  carry  its  heavy  load  in  absolute  safety. 
The  machine  has  a  gasoline  capacity  of  300  gallons 
and  is  used  on  coast  patrol  duty. 


INTERCHANGEABLE  GLOVES  FOR  TROOPS. 

Hereafter  troops  will  receive  interchangeable 
gloves  which  they  may  wear  on  either  the  right  or 
left  hand.  The  Clothing  and  Equipage  Division  is 
now  arranging  to  have  all  gloves  in  process  of  pro¬ 
duction  made  interchangeable.  The  interchangeable 
glove  is  a  five-finger  knitted  wool  glove,  with  seams 
to  “fulled”  or  “fluffed”  as  to  be  invisible.  These 
gloves  are  not  shaped  to  fit  snug  on  the  palm  or  full 
on  the  back  of  the  hand,  but  are  knitted  flat  so  that 
the  palm  and  back  are  identical.  The  thumb  is  fitted 
into  both  the  obverse  and  reverse  sides  of  the  glove 
about  a  quarter  of  an  inch  instead  of  being  fitted 
deeply  into  the  palm  and  slightly  into  the  back  of 
the  glove.  This  makes  it  possible  to  shift  the  gloves 
from  one  hand  to  the  other  to  equalize  the  wear  on 
both  sides  and  also  obviates  the  necessity  of  fur¬ 
nishing  a  full  pair  of  gloves  to  replace  the  loss  of 
one;  one  glove  only  being  furnished  to  replace  the 
one  lost.  The  exact  appearance  of  the  glove  may  K' 
obtained  by  observing  the  shape  of  the  open  hand 
pressed  on  a  flat  surface  with  fingers  slightly  sepa¬ 
rated. 
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FROM  ALL  POINTS 


[THE  DUGOUT. 

Dugouts  are  usually  associated  with  bygone  days, 
but  they  still  figure  in  Maryland  navigation.  A  few 
aie  e\en  being  made  to-day.  This  dugout  is  the 
Chesapeake  canoe  of  the  Eastern  Shore  oystermen. 
It  is  made  by  placing  three  pine  logs  side  by  side 
and  fastening  them  together  with  wooden  pins. 
Then  the  inside  is  dug  out  with  an  adze  and  the 
butsiae  similarly  shaped.  The  result  is  a  non-sink- 
able  crait,  with  bow  and  stern  alike,  that  is  rigged 
with  two  tails  and  sometimes  a  “jigger”  as  well. 
From  these  boats  the  oysters  are  taken  up  with 
tongs.  When  the  oyster  season  is  over  these  canoes 
are  painted  and  aquatic  races  are  indulged  in  by  the 
oystermen. 


2,985  SHIPS  LAUNCHED  BY  U.  S.  DURING 

WAR. 

Nearly  3,000  merchant  vessels  were  built  in  home 
yards  between  April  6,  1917,  the  date  of  the  declara¬ 
tion  of  a  state  of  war  by  the  United  States,  and  No- 
vember  11  last,  the  date  of  the  armistice. 

The  number  was  2,985,  of  3,091,695  gross  tons, 
of  which  508  aggregated  2,051,814  gross  tons  and 

fwere  ocean-going  steel  steamers. 

Ocean-going  wooden  vessels  numbered  403,  of  753,- 
156  gross  tons,  and  non-seagoing  vessels  number  2,- 
076,  with  a  gross  tonnage  of  281,725. 


AN  INDIAN  SOLDIER  EXPERT  WITH  THE 

RIFLE. 

The  136th  Infantry,  one  of  the  units  of  the  34th 
Division  now  at  Camp  Dix,  N.  J.,  claims  to  have 
had  in  its  ranks  until  recently  one  of  the  greatest 
rifle  shots  in  the  Army,  according  to  the  New  York 
Sun.  This  man  is  Pvt.  Pierre  Flomebue,  an  Indian, 
who  enlisted  at  Camp  Cody,  N.  M.  Flomebue,  who 
is  a  typical  Indian,  attracted  no  particular  notice 
until  he  was  ordered  to  the  rifle  range  for  practice 
with  other  recruits.  It  is  claimed  he  had  little  ex¬ 
perience  in  shooting  and  had  never  used  an  Army 
rifle,  yet  the  first  day  he  made  a  possible  50  at  200 
yards,  rapid  fire,  and  since  then  has  repeated  this 
and  also  made  good  at  other  ranges,  both  slow 
and  rapid  fire,  in  no  case  falling  below  48.  Men  in 
his  company  say  he  is  almost  uncanny  in  his  use  of 
the  Army  rifle.  One  of  his  feats  is  to  make  an  out¬ 
line  of  himself  on  the  target  with  shots  at  200  yards. 
.So  expert  is  this  man  that  he  was  recently  sent  to 
France  to  serve  on  the  battle  line  as  a  sharpshooter. 


HUNTER  LASSOS  BEAR. 

T.  J.  McMullin,  a  Government  hunter,  accompan¬ 
ied  by  Robert  Reid  with  Several  hunting  dogs,  had  a 
lb  rill  i  rig  figl  t  with  a  grizzly  bear  and  her  two  cubs 
twenty-two  miles  southeast  of  Taos,  N.  M. 


McCullin  killed  the  mother  bear,  but  desired  to 
take  the  cubs  alive.  He  called  off  the  dogs  and 
went  back  to  the  camp  of  Mr.  Reid  and  got  the 
cattleman  to  go  along  with  him. 

The  trail  of  the  two  bear  cubs  was  taken  up.  Mc¬ 
Mullin  had  a  wrestling  match  with  one  bear  and  the 
bear  came  out  on  top,  when  Reid  went  to  his  assist¬ 
ance,  and  between  them  they  tied  the  bear  to  a 
tree. 

In  the  meantime  the  other  bear  took  to  a  tree  and 
for  three  hours  McMillin  lassoed  the  bear  only  to 
have  the  cub  with  its  front  paws  push  the  rope  off. 
Finally  by  a  quick  move  McMullin  succeeded  in 
getting  a  tight  grip  on  the  bear  the  lasso  and  pulled 
the  animal  down. 

The  cub  which  had  the  wrestling  match  with  the 
Government  hunter  died ;  the  lassoed  cub  will  be  sent 
to  the  zoological  gardens  in  Washington. 


AN  APPRECIATION  OF  WEST  POINT. 

A  general  officer  of  the  Army  notes  with  approval 
a  tribute  to  West  Point  that  appeared  in  the  San 
Antonio  (Texas)  Light,  It  says,  in  part:  “The 
worst  miscalculation  of  the  Kaiser  and  his  military 
advisers  has  been  in  the  American  soldier.  The 
German  had  studied  our  wars,  and  our  method  of 
raising  armies,  and  he  laid  it  down  as  a  hard  and 
unalterable  fact  that  America  could  threaten,  but 
that  it  could  not  raise  and  train  an  effective  army  for 
fighting  in  Europe.  They  all  failed  to  realize  what 
West  Point  has  meant  to  this  nation  in  the  past, 
and  what  it  now  means  to  all  the  world.  You  can¬ 
not  have  a  fighting  army  without  trained  leaders, 
and  you  cannot  have  the  material  for  an  army  in  a 
proper  sense,  without  universal  service  such  as  the 
Congress  of  the  United  States  hesitatingly  granted. 
The  two  things  combined  have  given  us  an  Army,  in 
comparatively  short  order,  and  it  has  left  an  im¬ 
perishable  fame  for  itself  in  the  final  spasms  of  this 
greatest  of  all  wars.  The  best  investment  America 
has  ever  made  for  itself,  in  providing  at  least  the 
foundation  of  an  army,  is  that  it  made  at  West 
Point,  and  the  same  can  be  said  of  the  Navy,  at 
Annapolis.  Without  these,  with  all  our  man-power 
and  all  our  wealth,  we  could  not  have  made  the  hon¬ 
orable  showing  that  has  been  made.  When  the  pres¬ 
ent  war  ends,  the  Regular  Establishment  of  the 
Army  should  consist  of  not  less  than  a  quarter  of 
a  million  men,  the  enlargement  of  West  Point  should 
be  insured,  and  universal  training  should  follow. 
Peace  must  have  a  certain  police  power  back  of  it 
to  insure  its  continuance,  and  America  will  have  to 
provide  her  quota  of  the  necessary  police  force  to 
make  this  possible.” 
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ITEMS  GF  GENERAL  INTEREST 


PROUD  OF  HIS  AGE. 

“Grandad”  Hosier,  who  is  eighty-four  years  old, 
thinks  he  is  the  most  remarkable  man  in  Cancock 
County,  0.  He  has  cut  750  shocks  of  corn  this  fall 
and,  during  the  summer,  grubbed  twenty-five  acres 
of  new  ground,  getting  it  ready  for  the  plow.  Dur¬ 
ing  haymaking  time  and  threshing  he  has  taken  the 
place  of  a  real  man,  he  says. 


WOMAN  ON  LAUNDRY  TRUCK. 

Shortage  of  men  has  caused  woman  to  make  her 
appearance  in  another  vocation  foreign  to  her  in 
St.  Louis. 

Miss  Amanda  Harmess  of  No.  3954  Westminster 
Place  now  is  driving  an  electric  delivery  truck  for 
a  laundry  at  No.  3960  Olive  Street.  She  formerly 
was  employed  inside  the  laundry,  earning  from  $12 
to  $15  a  week.  She  now  is  paid  $17  a  week  and  a 
uniform  is  furnished.  She  performs  all  the  duties 
of  men,  drivers,  including  the  collection  of  bundles 
and  money.  Two  other  women  are  in  training  to 
take  out  electric  trucks  for  the  laundry. 


PERFUME  FOR  DEAD. 

With  a  band  at  the  head  of  the  funeral  procession; 
the  body  of  John  William,  who  was  thirty -three 
years  old,  a  gypsy,  who  died  at  Jacksonville,  Fla., 
was  buried  in  Oakridge  Cemetery,  Goshen,  Ind.,  re¬ 
cently,  on  a  plot  beside  the  graves  of  his  father, 
King  George  W.  Nicholas,  who  died  in  1913,  near 
Topeka,  Ind.,  and  George  Staley,  a  brother,  whose 
body  was  brought  here  two  years  ago  from  Seattle, 
Wash. 

The  widow  brought  the  body  here  from  Jackson¬ 
ville.  It  was  placed  in  a  copper-lined  coffin  and  at 
the  morgue  here  a  photograph  was  taken  of  the 
body  in  the  coffin.  In  the  coffin  was  much  money — 
$5  gold  pieces,  bills  and  small  coins — fraternal  or¬ 
der  paraphernalia  of  William,  including  his  uniform, 
fez  and  sword,  and  a  pint  bottle  of  perfume.  The 
fingers  of  the  body  were  literally  covered  with  dia¬ 
mond  rings.  There  were  three  mourners,  the  widow, 
her  seven-months’  old  child  and  a  nephew*. 

On  account  of  the  Prohibition  Law  in  Indiana,  the 
gypsy  custom  of  pouring  champagne  and  wines  into 
the  grave  could  not  be  carried  out.  A  large  crowd 
witnessed  the  burial,  the  total  expense  of  which  is 
estimated  at  $1,500. 


SMUGGLED  OPIUM  UNDER  AMERICAN  GIRL’S 

BERTH. 

Opium  smuggling  from  eastern  Siberia  into  Har¬ 
bin  offers  such  alluring  rewards  that  scarcely  an 
opportunity  is  overlooked  by  train  porters  and  con¬ 
ductors.  Across  the  Manchurian  frontier  the  hill¬ 


sides  are  ablaze  with  poppy  fields.  The  prepared 
drug  will  bring  triple  its  purchase  price  in  the  Mun- 
churian  town. 

A  young  American  woman,  traveling  in  a  private 
car  from  Vladivostock,  recently  found  a  mysterious 
package  in  her  compartment.  The  car  porter  seeing 
it  in  her  hands  attempted  to  snatch  it.  Being  a  wo¬ 
man  of  spirit,  she  grabbed  up  a  pistol,  whereupon 
the  porter  fell  on  his  knees  and  begged  for  mercy. 

With  a  little  persuasion  he  produced  from  beneath 
the  young  woman’s  berth  a  dozen  more  like  pack¬ 
ages.  They  aggregated  several  pounds  of  opium. 

Other  Americans  on  board  were  summoned  and 
it  was  decided  to  turn  over  the  opium  and  the  porter 
to  the  first  customs  officer  encountered.  This  wras 
done — in  the  station  at  Harbin. 

The  customs  officer  confiscated  the  drug,  thereby 
earning  a  reward  of  several  hundred  rubles,  but 
.said  he  had  no  authority  to  arrest  the  smuggler  and 
the  porter  went  his  way. 


ICELAND  BUYING  MORE  AMERICAN  GOODS. 

Of  the  many  countries  that  have  increased  their 
purchases  from  the  United  States  since  the  begin¬ 
ning  of  the  war,  Iceland  offers  unusual  interest  be¬ 
cause  of  the  kind  of  merchandise  we  are  sending 
1  to  a  market  to  which  wre  have  paid  little  attention 
in  the  past.  Iceland  and  the  Faroe  Islands,  which 
also  belong  to  Denmark,  imported  more  than  $2,400,- 
000  w*orth  of  American  goods  in  1917,  a  gain  of 
nearly  $2,000,000  over  the  previous  year.  Progress 
in  road  construction  resulted  in  sales  of  American 
automobiles  and  accessories  valued  at  more  than 
$10,000,  whereas  until  recent  years  transportation 
in  Iceland  vras  principally  over  bridle  paths  by 
horses.  The  southern  coasts,  washed  by  the  Gulf 
Stream,  enjoy  a  climate  mild  enough  to  justify  a 
large  use  of  cotton  goods  for  clothing,  over  $25,000 
worth  being  imported  from  the  United  States  last 
year.  American  shoes  have  appeared  in  the  market 
in  considerable  quantities ;  plate  glass,  phonographs, 
silverware,  jewelry,  laces,  perfumeries,  furs,  and 
motion  picture  films  are  other  articles  that  Iceland 
is  now  buying  from  us. 

Most  of  this  trade  has  come  to  the  United  States 
because  Iceland’s  normal  sources  of  supply,  Denmark 
and  Great  Britain,  have  been  unable  under  war  con¬ 
ditions  to  send  the  kind  of  materials  needed.  Of 
course,*  it  is  not  probable  that  we  shall  retain  any¬ 
thing  like  our  present  proportion  of  this  trade  after 
Denmark  and  Great  Britain  are  in  a  position  to 
supply  it,  but  the  larger  number  of  American  ships 
in  the  Atlantic  service  and  the  favor  with  which 
Iceland  has  received  our  goods  will  enable  us  to 
keep  a  fair  part  of  it 
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A  FEW  GOOD  ITEMS 


COLX  HONEYMOON  COST.fi  A  WEEK, 
caieei  ot  Abraham  Lincoln  furnishes  a  good 
lent  to  the  young  man  whose  suit  is  opposes 
e  paients  oi  his  sweetheart  because  he  had  not 
gained  financial  success.  An  extremely  poor 
g  law>  er,  strong  objections  were  raised  when 
h'  nnounced  his  intention  to  marry  Mary  Todd; 
bu  as  usually  happens,  the  opposition  was  disre¬ 
garded,  and  the  wedding  took  place  in  1842.  The 
honeymoon  had  to  be  on  an  economical  scale,  and 
so  the  Hotel  bill  for  the  first  happy  week  of  the  young 
couple  s  hie  together  was  only  $4.  It  was  spent  at 
the  Globe  Tavern  in  Springfield,  Ill.,  where  they 
were  married. 


SKUNK  CAUGHT  BY  ANGLER. 

Bert  Hamilton,  fishing  the  other  night  in  Storage 
Dam,  Columbus,  Ohio,  using  flies,  called  out  to  his 
companions,  Frank  Mobley  and  William  Behnen: 
“Fellows,  I've  got  a  channel  cat  that  must  be  a 
^monster  by  the  way  he  pulls.” 

In  the  darkness  Hamilton  was  struggling  with  the 
prize  that  refused  to  be  drawn  in. 

“Flash  your  light,  Frank,”  said  Hamilton,  and 
Mobley  came  close  and  aimed  the  light  in  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  the  line.  In  the  water  they  saw  something 
black  with  a  white  stripe  along  its  back  swimming 
about  in  a  circle  and  snapping  viciously  at  the  line. 
It  was  a  skunk.  Hamilton  cut  the  line  -immediately, 
before  it  could  release  the  liquid  that  has  such  a 
f:*i  \  tful  odor. 


BARRACKS  TO  BE  SCHOOLS. 

Thousands  of  the  wooden  buildings  erected  for  the 
troops  in  training  and  for  offices  and  stores  will  be 
used  for  educational  purposes.  Almost  everywhere 
schools  are  overcrowded,  especially  the  older  type  of 
secondary  schools. 

A  number  of  these  are  unable  to  provide  full  ac¬ 
commodations  and  private  houses  have  had  to  be 
hired  for  the  additional  pupils,  but  many  of  these 
are  unable  to  pass  the  standard  of  the  Board  of  Edu¬ 
cation  from  the  standpoints  of  air  space  and  sani¬ 
tation.  With  the  coming  into  force  of  the  new  edu¬ 
cation  bill  a  much  greater  accommodation  will  have 
to  be  provided  and  it  is  proposed  to  use  the  military 
hutments  while  new  schools  are  being  erected. 


SPRUCE  FOR  OUR  AIRPLANES. 

One  of  the  large  paper  companies  of  the  West 
o  r  extensive  forestry  lands  in  Oregon  in  which 
fine  imons  of  fir,  cedar,  and  hemlock  are  to  be 
found  in  abundance.  When  our  Government  found 
it* elf  facing  a  shortage  of  spruce  for  airplanes  and 


fir  for  ships,  this  patriotic  company  placed  its  tim¬ 
ber  holdings  at  the  disposal  of  the  United  States 
Government;  and  at  its  own  expense  undertook  the 
task  of  opening  one  of  the  tracts  in  which  there  are 
300,000,000  feet  of  timber  available  for  war  service. 
This  involved  the  rebuilding  of  a  railroad  about  four 
and  a  half  miles  long  which  was  not  adequate  to 
endure  the  additional  traffic  that  would  be  imposed 
upon  it  by  the  war  demands.  The  work  of  recon¬ 
struction  and  extension,  involving  eight  miles  of  new 
railway,  was  carried  on  through  the  winter  despite 
heavy  rainstorms  which  greatly  retarded  the  work. 
On  July  20  the  first  trains  of  spruce  wended  their 
way  out  of  this  timber  tract. 


FUR  SALES  TOTAL  $3, 200, 000. 

Before  the  close  of  the  six  day  session  of  the  New 
York  Fur  Auction  Sales  Corporation,  which  ended 
recently,  $3,200,000  worth  of  skins  had  been  sold. 
The  last  day  witnessed  some  of  the  most  spirited 
bidding  of  the  week  on  the  better  class  pelts. 

Muskrat  sales  featured  the  last  day’s  business.  It 
sold  at  an  increase  of  55  per  cent,  over  April  prices 
for  brown  skins  and  a  10  per  cent,  advance  for 
black. 

Nutria,  the  first  offering,  advanced  10  per  cent. 
Over  April  and  64,788  furs  were  sold.  Black  bear 
skins  showed  a  35  per  cent,  increase  and  brown  bear 
sold  at  substantially  the  same  as  at  the  former  auc¬ 
tion.  Polar  bear  did  likewise. 

Raccoon  proved  an  active  seller  and  30,569  skins 
were  sold.  The  Northern  skins  registered  an  ad¬ 
vance  of  25  per  cent,  and  the  Southwestern  35  per 
cent. 


NO  SMALL  ARMS  AMMUNITION  ON  TRANS¬ 
PORTS. 

American  overseas  forces  will  not  in  future  carry 
with  them  personally  any  ammunition,  other  than 
the  regular  overseas  allowance  for'  officers  armed 
with  pistols  or  revolvers.  With  the  exception  noted 
in  the  case  of  officers  who  will  each  carry  his  own 
allowance,  all  ammunition,  even  of  the  smaller  cali¬ 
bers,  is  hereafter  to  be  shipped  in  bulk.  This  plan 
is  in  line  with  the  general  soldiers’  equipment  plan 
recently  determined  upon  whereby  American  fight¬ 
ing  men  will  “travel  light”  and  be  outfitted  with 
their  overseas  personal  outfit  and  accouterments  af¬ 
ter  arrival  on  the  other  side.  Through  the  planned 
shipping  of  all  ammunition  in  bulk  hereafter,  the 
Department  is  relieved  6f  the  former  necessity  of 
keeping  large  quantities  of  .30  and  A 5  ammunition 
at  or  within  easily  available  distance  of  embarkation 
camps.  Provision  for  this  constantly  available  sup¬ 
ply  has  been  necessary  in  the  past. 
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GOOD  CURRENT  NEWS  ARTICLES 

• 

A  beggar,  standing  on  the  Berkeley  Street  Bridge 
in  the  Back  Bay  district,  Boston,  Mass.,  got  $121 
from  passsibys  in  two  hours. 


Mercury,  champion  carrier  pigeon  at  Camp  Dev- 
ens,  took  a  message  the  other  afternoon  from  Boston 
to  the  camp,  a  distance  of  thirty-six  miles,  in  thirty- 
five  minutes.  The  flight  inaugurated  a  regular  car¬ 
rier  pigeon  service  between  Boston  and  the  camp. 


The  ‘‘Black  Maria”  purchased  by  the  Police  De¬ 
partment,  Salina,  Kan.,  some  time  ago  has  been  sold 
to  a  local  grocer  for  a  delivery  truck  owing  to  “busi- ! 
ness”  falling  off  in  the  Police  Department.  Sheriff 
Swanson  has  released  the  last  of  his  prisoners,  and 
for  the  first  time  in  years  the  County  Jail  is  now 
unoccupied. 


Great  Britain  is  establishing  on  her  coast  radio 
lighthouses  equipped  with  combination  wireless  in¬ 
struments,  says  Wireless  Age.  These  lighthouses 
are  particularly  valuable  in  thick  weather,  when  the 
light  is  frequently  invisible.  The  name  of  the  light¬ 
house  is  repeated  automatically  by  wireless  every 
five  seconds,  the  intensity  being  so  regulated  that 
ships  equipped  with  an  ordinary  wireless  receiving- 
apparatus  will  hear  the  signal  the  same  approximate 
distance  that  the  light  could  be  seen  in  clear  weather. 


It  is  a  favorite  amusement  of  expert  penmen  to 
write  a  great  number  of  words  on  a  postal-card  or  a  | 
small  piece  of  paper,  and  some  wonderful  feats  are ; 
recorded  in  this  line.  Other  penmen  have  exhibited 
their  skill  by  making  curious  designs  in  ink,  but  one 
of  the  most  curious  was  shown  in  New  York.  It  was 
the  work  of  a  one-eyed  man  named  David  Davidson, 
who  died  more  than  thirty  years  ago.  On  a  piece  of 
parchment-like  paper,  five  feet  wide  and  six  feet, 
five  inches  high,  are  written  all  the  books  of  the  Old 
Testament,  forming  the  design  of  a  window  in  King  i 
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Solomon’s  temple.  No  lines  are  used.  Written 
words  form  the  whole  design.  The  writing  is  very 
minute,  but  legible  to  the  naked  eye.  Ink  of  three 
colors  was  used,  but  principally  black  ink.  It  is  a 
very  intricate  piece  of  work,  marvelous  in  its  way, 
and  must  have  taken  considerable  time  and  patience: 
Each  chapter  and  verse  is  numbered.  The  writing 
is  not  running  script,  but  each  letter  is  separate ;  nor 
are  the  letters  much,  if  any,  larger  than  a  thirty- 
second  of  an  inch  high. 


GRINS  AND  CHUCKLES 

Mrs.  McCorkle — I’d  like  to  be  a  seal !  Mrs.  Crackle 
-Why  ?  Mrs.  McCorkle — The  skin  fits  it  so  beauti¬ 


fully. 


Old  Gent — Do  you  know  what  a  lie  is,  sir  ?  Little 
Boy — Oh,  don’t  I,  jest;  I  tells  lots  of  ’em. 


Rev.  Theo.  Logy — The  congregation  at  Church- 
ville  called  me.  Deacon  Jones  (absently) — What  did 
you  hold? 


“My  mind  is  made  up,”  quoth  the  haughty  co-ed^  t 
cidedly.  “Just  like  the  rest  of  you,”  replied  the 


de 

manager. 


Bacon — I  understand  there  is  a  penalty  for  kissing 
in  your  town?  Egbert — Yes,  there  is.  “What  is 
the  penalty?”  “Marriage.’ 


>9 


Pop — Cape  Cod  fishermen  have  gone  out  of  the 
whaling  business,  I  see.  Johnny — Gee,  paw,  I  wish 
you  wuz  a  Cape  Code  fisherman. 


Pleasant  Peter — That  fellow,  Chumpford,  thinks 
he’s  a  lady-killer.  Pessimistic  Paul — Well,  his  face 
is  enough  to  scare  one  to  death. 


Friend — What  was  the  title  of  your  poem?  Poet 
— “Oh,  Give  Me  Back  My  Dreams!”  Friend — And 
what  did  the  editor  write  to  you?  Poet — “Take 


em 


t” 


Westerly — Mr.  Skinner  is  a  Maine  man,  isn’t  he, 
Pat?  O’Brien — Well,  sor,  if  Oi  must  say  it,  he  is 
that.  He’s  the  manest  man  Oi  know,  -sorr. 


♦ 

Lady  (to  returned  missionary) — And  how  was  the 

king  of  the  savages  clothed?  Missionary — H’m _ 

principally  with  authority,  madam,  and  not  much  of 
that. 


He — And  now,  darling,  when  do  you  think  wo 

would  better  announce  our  engagement?  She _ Oh! 

There  is  no  hurry,  dear!  Any  time  within  the  next 
twenty-four  hours. 
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IN  THE  CRYPT.  * 


By  Horace  Appleton 


During  my  trip  to  England  and  Ireland  I  had 
many  curious  adventures.  That  is  natural,  of 
course,  as  men  of  our  cloth  are  more  likely  to  run 
across  queer  characters  and  see  strange  things  than 
ordinary  mortals. 

One  incident  in  particular  is  fresh  in  my  memory, 
the  circumstances  surrounding  it  being  so  romantic 
and  out  of  the'  common  order  of  things. 

I  will  proceed  at  once  to  lay  the  tale  before  my 
enlightened  readers,  feeling  sure  that  they  will  be 
as  fully  interested  in  the  remarkable  adventures  of 
Leslie  Thorburn  and  the  heroic  devotion  of  his 
daughter  Ethel. 

I  will  proceed  to  relate  the  story  of  Leslie  Thorn- 
bum’s  crime,  and  how  I  succeeded  in  bringing  them 
to  justice. 

He  had  been  in  a  position  of  great  trust  and  respon¬ 
sibility,  and  had  appropriated  the  funds  of  his  em¬ 
ployers  to  his  own  use — a  crime  that  is  altogether 
too  common  in  these  tiays. 

His  firm  did  not  seem  to  think  it  at  all  necessary 
tJ^iat  his  books  should  be  examined,  but  I  insisted 
i  upon  it,  and  probably  he  overheard  me  doing  so,  for 
the  next  day  he  was  missing.  It  was  some  time  be¬ 
fore  the  full  amount  of  his  stealings  could  be  esti¬ 
mated,  but  it  was  something  s  tartling,  and  complete¬ 
ly  upsets  the  notions  of  the  respectable  gentlemen 
who  had  so  long  trusted  a  thief  and  placed  con¬ 
fidence  in  a  defaulter.  ^ 

The  man  had  frequently  treated  me  with  haughti¬ 
ness  and  disdain,  not  to  say  contempt,  and  I  suppose 
the  least  little  bit  of  spite  animated  me  when  1  ae- 
termind  to  hunt  him  down. 

I  knew  all  his  haunts,  but  neither  bribery  nor 
threats,  bullying  nor  flattering  could  enable  me  to 
find  the  scamp,  and  at  last  I  announced  that  I  was 
completely  baffled,  and  would  give  up  the  case.  That 
was  all  gammon.  I  was  more  determined  than  ever 
to  ferret  the  thing  to  the  bottom. 

But  I  wished  the  impression  to  go  abroad  that  1 
had  given  up  the  case  as  a  bad  job. 

To  give  the  affair  a  greater  appearance  of  truth, 

I  took  passage  for  New  York  on  the  next  steamer 
and  went  aboard  with  the  other  passengers.  ( 

I  did  not  go  very  far  with  them;  though,  for, 
changing  my  dress  in  my  cabin,  I  appeared  as  a 
sailor,  and  when  the  pilot  left  the  steamer  to  herself 
I  returned  with  him  and  was  dropped  off  at  a  miser- 
able  little  place  on  the  coast. 

Then  I  proceeded  to  Thornhurst,  the  county- 
seat  of  tii  ■  defaulter,  to  which  I  have  hitherto  re- 
h i erred. 

Procuring  the  habiliments  of  a  rustic  or  “chaw- 
bacon,”  I  hung  around  the  place  waiting  for  a 
^chance  to  see  the  master. 

Fec!.;.g  suie  that  he  would  turn  up  before  long, 


I  remained  in  the  neighborhood  drinking  ale  with 
laborers  listening  to  stories  and  gossip  in  the  tap- 
room  of  the  “Thorburn  Arms  Tavern”  and  deporting 
myself  generally  like  that  benighted  creature,  the 
English  peasant. 

I  worked  some  and  idled  more  spending  many 
hours  chatting  with  the  old  steward  of  the  Hall  who 
would  not  believe  that  his  master  was  guilty  of  any 
wrong. 

“I  tellee,  nr*”  .non,”  he  would  say  to  me,  “I  care 
na  for  what  they  say  but  a  Thorburn  never  war 
known  to  do  wrong  and  my  master  will  not  be  the 
first  to  break  the  rule.” 

I  acquiesced  in  this  belief  and  then  the  old  man 
continued :  T 

“There  is  poor  Miss  Ethel,  all  he’s  got  now  that 
will  cling  to  him.  I  don’t  know  what  to  think,  but  she 
seems  to  pine  and  grow  thin,  as  if  some  sorrow  was 
eating  her  up.” 

I  asked  what  had  become  of  the  rest  of  the  family. 

“Hugh  married  against  his  father’s  wishes  and 
was  cut  off ;  Rob  went  to  America  and  was  disowned 
for  leaving  the  old  homestead ;  Hal  drank  himself  to 
death  and  broke  his  father’s  heart  with  his  wild 
ways,  his  debts  being  something  terrible,  and  Mar¬ 
garet  and  Eleanor  married  men  who  had  nothing, 
and  had  to  be  supported  by  their  father-in-law.” 

His  daughter  Ethel,  who  was  the  only  one  left  to 
him,  was  well  provided  for  out  of  her  father’s  steal¬ 
ings,  though  she  knew  nothing  of  it  until  after  the 
crash  came. 

She  had  been  educated  in  France,  had  traveled  all 
over  the  continent,  had  been  furnished  with  an  un¬ 
limited  amount  of  money,  besides  silks,  laces,  vel¬ 
vets,  jewelry  and  finery  of  all  kinds,  and  not  a  wish 
of  her  heart  was  not  gratified. 

She  was  not  a  spoiled,  child,  by  any  means,  al¬ 
though  she  had  everything  she  wanted,  and  her 
father  doted  upon  her,  while  the  servants  perfectly 
idolized  her. 

I  knew  she  could  not  bear  to  think  of  her  father’s 
disgrace,  and  would  not  believe  it,  though  the  proofs 
were  daily  accumulating,  and  his  crime  was  the  one 
topic  of  conversation  in  the  neighborhood.  I  knew 
that  this  was  killing  her,  for  she  grew  more  pale 
and  haggard  every  day,  and  allowed  her  grief  to 
show  itself  upon  her  face,  which  assumed  a  more 
spiritual’  beauty  than  it  hitherto  had,  as  if  the  girl’s 
nature  was  trying  to  conquer  her  hatred  of  crime  in 
all  shapes  and  by  whoever  committed. 

Late  one  afternon  I  saw  her  go  down  the  shaded 
walk  which  led  to  the  gates,  pass  out  and  plunge 
into  the  thicket. 

I  suspected  that  she  was  going  to  meet  either  her 
father  or  someone  who  would  tell  her  about  him.  so 
I  followed. 

Hidden  behind  a  thick  clump  of  bushes,  I  saw  her 
meet  a  man  in  rough  garb,  who  gave  her  a  letter, 
and  then  said: 
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“In  the  crypt  to-night  at  eleven.  Remember!” 

“And  I  shall  see  him  then  for  the  last  time?” 

“For  the  present.” 

“It  will  be  forever!” 

Oh,  what  a  world  of  sorrow  there  wras  in  that 
short  sentence ! 

“No — no;  he  will  send  for  you  before  long,  and 
you  will  be  happy  once  more,”  said  the  other,  quick¬ 
ly. 

“No,  Arthur,  I  cannot  be  happy  with  the  knowl¬ 
edge  that  my  father  is  a  thief.  You  would  not  have 
the  daughter  of  a  forger  and  embezzler  for  a 
wife.” 

“Indeed  I  would,  for  you  have  done  no  wrong.  I 
blame  you  not,  and  while  I  cannot  condone  your 
father’s  crime,  I  will  at  least  assist  him  to  escape.” 

“Thank’s,  dearest,  thanks!  I  could  never  endure 
the  thoughts  of  my  pool1  father  being  shut  up  in  pri¬ 
son  ;  it  would  break  my  heart.” 

“TheVe — there,  my  love,  compose  yourself,  I  must 
go  now;  but  remember  to-night,  in  the  crypt,  at 
eleven !” 

“I  will,  never  fear.  My  old  nurse  will  be  with 
me,  for  I  can  trust  her  with  anything.” 

The  next  moment  her  lover — for  so  I  judged  him 
to  be,  and  subsequently  learned  that  he  was,  and 
had  disguised  himself  so  that  he  could  assist  Ethel’s 
father — disappeared  in  the  woods,  and  I  completely 
lost  sight  of  him. 

Ethel  quickly  returned  to  the  house,  and  I  quickly 
followed,  turning  over  in  my  busy  brain  a  plan  that 
I  had  formed  for  the  capture  of  the  defaulter. 

I  succeeded  in  making  all  my  arrangements,  and 
at  ten  o’clock  that  night  was  hidden  away  in  the 
crypt  under  the  chapel.  I  had  often  gone  there  with 
old  Simon,  the  steward,  and  I  knew  the  place  well. 
Many  times  I  had  thought  that  the  criminal  would 
find  an  excellent  hiding  place  there,  and  on  that 
account  I  had  studied  it  well,  and  knew  every  secret 
passage  it  contained.  It  was  therefore  an  easy  mat¬ 
ter  for  me  to  secrete  myself  during  the  evening, 
still  clad  in  my  rustic  garb,  and  wearing  a  look  of 
stupid  innocence  upon  my  face. 

At  about  eleven  o’clock  I  heard  voices,  and  look¬ 
ing  up  from  my  place  of  concealement,  saw  the 
glimmer  of  a  lantern.  ' 

I  waited  for  a  few  moments,  and  then,  hearing 
the  footsteps  cease,  I  advanced  to  the  edge  of  the 
partition  behind  which  I  was  concealed,  and  which 
did  not  reach  to  the  ceiling. 

I  could  see  that  the  light  had  been  set  down,  and 
then  I  heard  a  young  woman’s  voice  speaking  a  glad 
welcome  to  someone  whom  she  seemed  to  kiss. 

Standing  on  tiptoe,  I  peered  over  the  partition,  and 
there,  by  Sir  Reginald’s  tomb,  standing  in  the  full 
light  of  the  lantern  which  had  been  placed  on  top  of 
the  stone  sarcophagus,  I  saw  Leslie  Thorburn,  dress¬ 
ed  for  traveling,  with  one  arm  about  his  daughter’s 
lovely  form,  while  she  clung  fondly  to  him,  and  al¬ 


most  made  me  ashamed  of  myself  for  playing  the 
part  of  a  spy  upon  her  father. 

“Dear  Ethel,  appearances  are  strongly  against 
me,  and  I  could  hardly  prove  my  complete  inno¬ 
cence.” 

Here  another  voice  interposed. 

“Leslie  Thorburn,  be  a  man,”  it  said,  and  I  rec¬ 
ognized  it  as  that  of  the  old  woman,  Ethel’s  former 
nurse  and  constant  companion.  “Be  a  man,  I  say, 
and  not  a  coward!” 

“Peace,  woman!”  he  muttered. 

“Why,  don’t  you  tell  her  you  are  a  thief,  and  have 
done?  She  must  know  the  truth  some  day,  and  it 
were  better  you  should  tell  her  than  strangers.” 

“Father — father,  what  does  she  mean?” 

“Tell  her  you  are  guilty,  and  ask  her  pardon. 
Then  go  away,  if  you  will,  but  don’t  leave  her  to  bear  j. 
the  shame  all  alone.” 

“Woman,  you  are  mad!” 

“And  you  are  a  coward!  Listen  to  me,  Ethel; 
Your  father  loves  you  no  longer,  or  he  would  tell 
you  all.  He  dare  not  deny  that  your  education,  your 
dresses,  your  gold  and  jewels,  have  all  been  pur¬ 
chased  by  money  that  is  tainted  with  crime.” 

“Father — father!”  screamed  the  poor  girl,  while 
I  almost  held  my  breath,  “tell  me  it  is  false.” 

“Would  to  Heaven  I  might,”  groaned  the  man,  in 
despair,  “but  I  cannot  deceive  you  any  longer.  Your 
father  is  a  criminal,  Ethel,  and  will  fly  from  the 
country  this  very  night ;  the  ship  is  even  now  await¬ 
ing  me.” 

“Let  me  go  with  you,”  she  sobbed. 

“And  share  his  ill-gotten  gold?”  screamed  the  old 
woman  in  horror.  “He  has  not  even  made  restitution,  If 
and  does  not  mean  to.  Leslie  Thorburn,  you  are  a 
black-hearted  villain,  and  a  disgrace  to  the  family  ;| 
but  you  cannot  deceive  me.  Don’t  my  son  work  for  • 
the  men  you  robbed?  You  are  a  thief,  and  intend  to 
remain  one.  Leave  him,  Ethel,  for  he  is  a  villain!” 

The  old  woman  ceased,  but  Ethel  had  not  heard 
the  whole  of  this  long  spech,  having  fainted  in  her 
father’s  arms. 

He  kissed  her  tenderly,  and  then,  giving  her  into 
the  arms  of  the  old  woman,  hurried  away. 

I  had  anticipated  this  move,  however,  and  giving 
the  signal  to  a  couple  of  men  I  had  in  waiting,  we 
rushed  upon  the  defaulter,  and  in  a  moment  we  sur¬ 
rounded  him  and  made  him  a  prisoner. 

He  made  a  full  confession,  and  gave  up  what  mon¬ 
ey  still  remained  in  his  possession ;  but  the  fact  that 
he  had  intended  to  run  away  without  making  any 
restitution  whatever  told  against  him. 

Poor  Ethel  received  a  great  shock,  but  not  being 
reproached  by  her  lover,  who  took  her  away  to  live 
with  him  far  from  the  scenes  where  she  had  heard 
ot  her  lathers  crime,  she  soon  grew  strong  again* .4 
and  in  time  ceased  to  remember  the  terrible  scones 
through  which  she  had  gone  through  that  dreadful 
night  in  the  Crypt. 


& 


ITAU  AND  CRESCENT  i 


rrzzLK. 

The  puixle  Is  to  separate 
the  oue  star  troiu  the 
linked  star  and  crescent 
without  using:  force.  Price. 
10  cents;  3  for  25  cents, 
by  mail,  cost  paid. 


cards, 
one 


PRANK  SMITH,  MS  Lenox  Are..  New  York. 


POCKET  SIGNAL  CHART 

International  Morse  Code  on  one  side 
and  Semaphore  Code  on  the 
other,  issued  with  booklet, 
-SIGNALING  INSTRUCTIONS” 

i  n  accord¬ 
ance  with 
AH  MY 
AND 

navy 

SYSTEMS, 

Ml  8. 


rA,j  Chart  in 


Pic¬ 
ture 
shows 
Book¬ 
let 

<  and 
both 
■idea 
of 

Chart.  _ _ 

By  the  use  of  this  Chart  with  its  revolv¬ 
ing  wheel  the  Codes  are  quickly  learned. 
After  a  brief  study  of  the  Chart,  signals  are 
read  and  verified  immediately.  Can  be  oper¬ 
ated  with  one  hand  while  the  other  write*. 

This  is  the  Chart  in  use  by  Boy  Scouts, 
Girl  Scouts,  Lone  Scouts  and  similar  organi¬ 
sations.  Boys’  and  Girls’  Clubs,  Schools, 
and  is  also  good  to  send  to  friends  in  our 
country’s  service. 

The  booklet  is  given  FREE  with  the  Chart. 

Send  15  Cents  and  we  Will  send  you  the 
Chart  and  Booklet,  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  168  W.  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 


uamk  OF  GOLD  HUNTERS, 
rbe  game  consists  of  matching  e 
l  here  is  an  odd  card.  The  unlucky  one 
holding  it  must  ride  the  rest  of  the  players 
on  Ms  back  around  the  room  or  sidewalk. 

l  £hunJ ’  PriCe  5  cents  a  pack  bv  mail. 

I  ttOLU  Novelty  Co.,  168  W,  23d  St. I  V  \. 

wu.  GAME  OF  AGE  CARDS. 

„  'v  lth  theSe,  cards  you  can  tell  the  age  of 
any  person,  know  how  much  money  he  has 
in  his  pocket,  and  do  many  other  *  wonder- 

*«7-  TJf  c„n?» 

fy  rnaflf  poCslSd°Ut-  5  CeDt3  “  "act 

M  OL1F  NOVELTY  CO.,  168  XV.  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 
AUTOMOBILE  PUZZLE. 

^ child  could  do 
it.  It  measures  1%  by  4  inches.  The  trick 
is  to  spell  cut  words  as  indicated  on  the  cut. 
Price  15c  each  by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  168  W.  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 

PHANTOM  CARDS. 

From  five  cards 
three  are  men¬ 
tally  selected  by 
any  one,  placed 
under  an  ordi- 
nary  handker¬ 
chief,  performer 
withdraws  t  w  o 
cards,  the  ones 
not  selected ;  the 
performer  i  n- 
vites  any  one  to 
remove  the  other 
two,  and  to  the 
great  astonish¬ 
ment  of  all  they 
have  actually  disappeared.  No  sleight-of- 
hand.  Recommended  as  the  most  ingenious 
card  trick  ever  invented.  Price  10c,  by  mail, 
postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


BLACK-EYE  JOKE. 

New  and  amusing  joker.  The 
victim  is  told  to  hold  the  tube 
close  to  his  eye  so  as  to  exclude 
all  light  from  the  back,  and  then 
to  remove  the  tube  until  pictures 
appear  in  the  center  In  trying 
to  locate  the  pictures  he  will  re¬ 
ceive  the  finest  black-eye  you 
fflMfUKii  ever  saw.  We  furnish  a  small 
box  of  blackening  preparation 
Imt  iTTm  with  each  tube,  so  the  joke  can 
be  used  in  definitely.  Those  not 
in  the  trick  will  be  caught  every 
time.  Absolutely  harmless.  Price,  by  mail, 
15c  each ;  2  for  25c. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  168  W.  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 


OI.D  COINS  WANTED 

$52  to  $500  EACH  paid  for  Hundreds  of 
Loins  dated  before  181)5.  Keep  ALL  old 
Money.  You  may  have  Coin.,  worth  a 
Large  Premium.  Send  $l0c.  for  New 
Illustrated  Voiu  Value  Book  slxe  U6. 
Get  Posted  at  Once. 

CLARKE  COIN  CO.,  Box  35.  I.e  Roy.  N.  Y. 


SHERIFF  B.\ ’Mil:. 

Wit\  tfi.s  badge  at- 
taeliedX  your  coat  or 
vest  )  can  show  tLe 
boys  that,  you  are  a 
sheriff,  and  if  they 
don’t  behave  the  ui- 
selvos  you  might  lock 
tin  in  up.  It  is  a  i.i  auti- 
ful  nickel-plat  d  badge, 
2  &  by  2/6  inches  in 
si/.e,  with  the  words 
•‘Sheriff  23.  By  11  -k" 
in  nickel  letters  on  the  face  of  it.  with  a  pin 
on  the  back  for  attaching  it  to  your  cloth- 
ing.  Send  for  one  and  have  some  fun  with 
the  boys. 

Price  15  cents,  or  3  for  40  cents;  sent  by 
mail,  postpaid. 

C.  BEHR.  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


DICE  BULLET. 

This  Bullet 
uud  content.! 
will  aUurd 
you  lots  of 
’game.’’  Not, 
however,  th« 
kind  of  guu« 
usually  gut  ' 
with  buiu  ts, 
The  Illustra¬ 
tion  ime  sug¬ 
gest  the  idea.  This  little  novelty  consists 
of  a  real  shell  fitted  with  a  hollow  "bu  let." 
and  contains,  two  small  bone  dice.  1’hla 
will  make  a  very  acceptable  gift  to  tin*  of 
Jour  soldier  friends.  Each  IS  cents.  i>>  mall, 
postpaid. 

FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave  .  N.  f. 


MINIATURE  COMPASS  CHARM. 

A  oeauuiul  uju,u..  iu  be 
worn  on  the  watch  edi in.  It 
consists  of  a  true  uuu  per¬ 
fect  compass,  to  w  inch  is 
attached,  by  a  pivot,  a 
,  powerful  magnifying  glass. 

When  not  In  use  the  magnifying  gmss  nta 
closery  inside  the  compass  and  Is  not  seen, 
lhe  compass  is  protected  by  a  glass  crystal, 
and  is  handsomely  silver-nickel  plated  and 
burnished,  presenting  a  very  attractive  ap¬ 
pearance.  Here  you  have  a  reliable  -'ompa.ss 
u  powerful  magnifying  glass,  and  a  hand- 
some  charm,  all  In  one.  It  Is  a  Parisian 
novelty,  entirely  new.  Price  25c.  by  mail 
postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


“MYSTERY  MAGAZINE’ 

PUBLISHED  SEMI-MONTHLY.  10  CENTS  A  COPY 
Handsome  Colored  Covers — 48  Pages  of  Reading— Great 
Authors — Famous  Artists — Fine  Presswork 


It  contains  exciting  and 
sketches,  novelettes,  serials 
interesting  matter.  Order  a 

- LATEST  ISSUES - 

No. 

13  UNDER  A  MASK,  by  Crit- 

ten'lcu  Marriott. 

14  CASr.  4.»r*.  A  Detective 

Story  by  Bladys  Hail. 

15  Ai  1  Eli  A  illbLlO.N-A  De¬ 

tective  Story,  by  Police 
Captam  Howard. 

16  SHADOWING  THE  BLUE 

1  ANGLE,  by  Charle* 
i  olu»n  Ouraler. 

17  Hit  CASE  OF  CAPTAIN 

FOKTESljlE.  by  Kedfieid 

Ingalls. 

u  the  BIRD  HEADED 
fcPHINX.  b;  hoitli  seftaionb 
T  I*  f. 

I*  A  DOI  RLE  MYSTERY,  by 
Lit.  Hurry  Eaton  I 

FKAMt  lOlSXV,  Publisher,  1< 


mysterious  detective  stones, 
and  a  large  amount  of  other 
copy  from  this  list. 

No. 

20  THE  MAGICIAN  DETEC¬ 

TIVE,  by  Charles  Fulton 
Oursler. 

21  KING  COBRA  MYSTERY. 

b>  George  Gilbert. 

22  THE  HAUNTED  CORRI¬ 

DORS,  by  William  Hamilton 
Osborne. 

23  NO  MAN'S  MAN,  by  Max¬ 

well  Smith. 

24  THE  TREVOR  PUZZLE, 

by  T.  C.  Ilarbaugb. 

25  THE  TRAIL  OF  ROSES,  by 

Edmund  Condon. 

20  THE  HINDOO  VANISHING 
CLUE,  by  Pauline  Carring¬ 
ton  BoUVe. 

R  W.  23  <1  #t..  New  York  City. 


“Moving  i»i€tore  Slones” 

A  Weekly  Magazine  Devoted  to  Photoplays  and  Player* 


„  PRICE  SIX  CENTS  PER  COPY 

THE  BEST  FILM  MAGAZINE  ON  EARTH 

32  Pages  of  Reading.  Magnilicent  Colored  Cover  Pon rails 

of  Prominent  Performers.  Out  Every  Friday. 

Each  number  contains  Five  Stories  of  the  Best  Films  on  the 
Screens— Elegant  Half-tone  Scenes  from  the  Plays— Interesting 

Articles  About  Prominent  People  In  the  Films — Doings  of 
Actors  and  Actresses  In  the  Studios  and  While  Picture-making 
lessons  in  Scenario  Writing. 

THIS  LITTLE  MAGAZINE  GIVES  YOU  MORE  FOR  YOl  I; 
MONEY  THAN  ANY  OTHER  SIMILAR  PUB¬ 
LICATION  ON  THE  MARKET I 

Its  authors  are  the  very  best  that  money  can  procure*  |t#  uro 
fuse  illustrations  are  exquisite,  and  its  special  articles  are  or 
me  greatest  experts  in  their  particular  line. 

Buy  a  copy  Now  from  your  newsdealer,  or  Bend  ub  0  cents  in 
money  or  postuge  stumps,  and  wt  will  mail  you  any  uuuioe, 
you  desire. 


HARRY  E.  WOLF,  Pub..  16b  W.  23d  St..  New  York  City. 


A  SECRET 

How  Actors  and  Actresses 
Overcome  Obesity  and 
Reduce  Their  Figures 
Gracefully. 

HOW  TO  BE  SLENDER 

People  wonder  bow  It  Is  that  actresses 
and  actors  maintain  their  graceful  figures, 
their  buoyancy  and  litheness  when  the 
tendency  is  to  become  stout. 

The  popular  theory  that  these  heroines 
and  heroes  of  the  stage  and  the  movies 
follow  rigid  systems  of  self-starvation 
(fasting)  and  strenuous  exercising  is  er¬ 
roneous.  If  they  were  to  do  this  they 
could  not  be  so  vigorous  or  supple.  They 
would  be  unfit  for  their  duties. 

Neither  can  these  performers  take  dras¬ 
tic  drugs,  such  as  thyroid  extract  salts, 
purgatives,  etc.,  for  reducing  their  weight, 
for  those  are  injurious  and  weakening. 

There  is  a  very  efficacious  self-treatment 
known  as  the  Koiein  system  which  con¬ 
sists  in  taking  a  harmless  vegetable  com¬ 
pound  oil  and  following  simple  directions. 
The  name  of  this  oil  is  Oil  of  Korein.  For 
convenience  it  is  put  up  in  little  capsules, 
easy  to  swallow.  They  give  the  , breath  a 
delightful  aromatic  odor. 

By  following  this  method,  the  superflu¬ 
ous  fat  may^be  eliminated  without  causing 
any  wrinkle’s.  Indeed,  the  flesh  becomes 
firm,  while  the  skin  is  kept  white  and 
velvety. 

If  you  find  yourself  too  stout,  you  should 
lose  no  time  in  getting  a  small  box  of  Oil 
of  I®rein.  Most  drug  stores  sell  it.  With 
each  box  is  a  $100  cash  refund  guarantee 
of  assured  weight  reduction  if  the  easy  di¬ 
rections  are  followed. 

When  you  have  lost  whatever  surplus 
adiposity  you  desire,  it  will  be  easy  for 
you  to  maintain  a  graceful  slender  figure. 
By  the  Korein  system  persons  have  re¬ 
duced  from  five  to  sixty  pounds,  accord¬ 
ing  to  their  requirements  of  beauty. 

There  is  usually  a  wonderful  improve¬ 
ment  in  the  health  and  mind.  Irritability 
disappears  and  is  replaced  by  cheerful¬ 
ness.  You  see  things  in  an  optimistic 
light,  your  efficiency  is  developed — you  are 
your  real  self.  Surely  this  is  better  for 
you  than  to  have  your  beauty  spoiled  by 
gross  fatness.  Enjoy  life  and  hold  the 
esteem  of  others. 

A  booklet  is  published  called  “Reduce 
Weight  Happily”  which  will  be  mailed 
free  (in  plain  wrapper)  if  you  write  to 
Korein  Company,  NK-103,  Station  F,  New 
York,  N.  Y.  You  would  do  well  to  obtain 
this  treatise,  for  It  contains  much  in¬ 
formation  of  value  to  you — if  you  are  over- 
stout,  or  if  you  are  gradually  becoming 
•o.  Correspondence  is  confidential. 

If  you  have  a  friend  who  has  tried  in 
vain  to  reduce  weight  by  dieting,  tedious 
exercises,  taking  strong  doses  of  purga¬ 
tives.  or  other  unsatisfactory  methods  you 
will  do  a  lifelong  favor  by  calling  atten¬ 
tion  to  this — the  true  and  genuine  method. 

HOW  to  MAKE  A  HIT 

Ream  to  escape  from  any  handcuff's.  We 
teach  you  the  secret.  You  can  positively  do 
It  Dive  exhibitions.  Make  monev.  No  con¬ 
federates  or  fake  handcuffs.  The  HAND- 
CUFF  KING'S  SECRET  will  be  revealed 
FREE  If  yon  mall  us  only  30  cents,  stamps, 
for  3  Marvel  Menders,  useful  at  borne,  in 
kit.  factory,  camp — everywhere.  AT, TIRO 
SOCIETY.  AD-103.  Station  F.  New  York 


How 


Saved 


These  18  Pictures  tell  their  own' Story,  Even  a  Child  ean  understand  Them. 


'I 


CONQUER  DRINK  HABIT  IN  72  HOURS!*' 

Any  drinker  may  completely  lose  the  craving  for  alcoholic  drinks  If  be  or  she  willingly  take*  my  gentle, 
safe  homo  Remedy  tor  only  three  days.  GUARANTEE  GIVEN.  It  is  perfectly  harmless,  overcome*  the 
craving  and  vroiidertuliy  Improves  the  health.  By  my  A  Method  you  can  save  yourself  or  another 

Ficrson,  The  craving  begins  to  disappear  in  a  few  hours  and  the  health  improves  every  minutel  An  aston* 
shing  and  lasting  transformation!  Also,  l  supply  my  B  Method  whereby  the  DRUNKARD 
SIVY  BE  SAVED  WITHOUT  HI8  KNOWLEDGE  safely  and  speedily  The  person 

SOON  BEC1K3  TO  DETEST  SMELL  OR  TASTE  OF  LSQUOR 

despises  the  stuff,  and  nothing  can  induce  him  to  drink  it.  Any  wife,  mother  or  friend  can 
give  these  preparations  secretly  In  coffee,  tea,  milk,  wulsky,  beer  or  other  drink.  They  are  tasteless  and  often  truly 
wonderful  in  their  art  ion.  JL»o  notconluse  them  with  numerous  worthless  things  that  are  being  advertised. 

My  Book  Confessimu  of  an  Alcohol  Slave  tells  how  1  was  a  heavy  drinker  tor  many  years  and  was  marvelously 
freed  from  the  drink  habit ;  it  explains  how  the  same  )oy  can  come  to  every  other  drinker.  My  Method  is  tbs  most 
successful  in  the  world.  It  is  the  lowest  priced  Treatment,  with  GUARANTEE.  Often  succeeds  after  all 
ethers  fail.  Legions  of  testimonials  from  persons  willing  to  have  their  names  and  addresses  published,  so 
1939  KE53  FSHI  you  can  call  cm  or  write  to  them.  1  will  send  my  book.  In  plain  wrapper,  postpaid, 

pHa  f  ■  Khn  absolutely  free.  Write  for  It.  no  matter  how  long  person  has  been  a  drinker  or  Dow 

If  [TvA  p  .  W  much  he  drinks.  Correspondence  strictly  confidential.  I  can  answer  *J  well  by 
ft)  ill  va  at**®  »*•“*■  mail  as  it  you  call.  Write  today  If  you  ean;  keep  this  adv.  and  show  others  in  need  of 

lit1  US?!  EDWARD  J.  ROODS,  WK  103.  Station  F,  New  York,  N.  Y, 

NOTICE .—  Woods’  Method  for  conquering  dnnk  nabtt,  u  endorsed  by  physicians  and  experts  of  America  ami 
Europe  as  the  Quietest,  best,  perfectly  safe  remedy.  Mr.  Woods’  Erse  Boot  often  changes  despair  to  joy  l 


SEND  NU  MUNEY.  Any  hlan.ondT®wlS^ 
sent  you  for  Inspection,  charges 
prepaid.  Examine  carefully — if  Wrimvaiail 
satisfied  pay  20%  and  keep  U— balance  loft 
■tlsfactory,  return  our  expense.  DON’T  PAY 
convinced  Lyon  Diamonds  are  SUPERIOR 
amend  guaranteed.  Exchangeable  at  YEARLY 

»|LUlEvn\i8!  Ji*nd.  for  FREE  Cats 

LYON  4  CO.,  I  Lim.  N«w  Yori. 


GROWING  A  MOUSTACHE 

A  young  man  naturally  wishes  to  show  that  he  can  raise  a  moustache.  Na¬ 
ture  will  do  what  is  requisite  if  he  waits  long  enough.  But  the  average  young 
fellow  wishes  to  induce  the  growth  of  a  moustache  as  soon  as  possible. 

If  y°u  are  >n  this  category,  you  should  lose  no  time  in  proving  the  efficacy 
Kotalko.  Rub  this  famous  hair  improving  ointment  gently  upon  the  skin  of 
the  upper  lip  when  arising  and  again  when  retiring. 

The  cause  of  the  new  hair  growth  is  the  appearance  of  a  light  fuzz  that  ' 
gradually  changes  into  healthy,  luxuriant  hair  if  properly  nourished.  A  small 

r°iX  „  «  Y1*1  be  sent  Postpaid  at  25  cents,  or  a  large  box  at  $1.00  by 

John  Hart  Brittain,  BA-103,  Station  F,  New  York,  N.  Y.  *  DyT 


lYOUR  Free  Sul 

Tmka  this  fino  Mmdo-io- 
Moasuro  Suit  and  don’t 
pay  us  one  coni  for  It. 

W «  want  yon  to  got  one  of  our  high- 
class  suits,  absolutely  Fro*,  so  yov 
can  show  it  to  vour  friend*.  It  will 
be  n  big  advertisement  for  ns, 

If  you  nave  a  little  spare  tima, 
yon  can  easily  make  from 

$3  5  $5  0  EVERY  WIER 


and!  besides  that  bo  the  bert- 
dressed  mania  your  town.  It's  an 
opportunity  you  cannot  afford  to 
overlook.  Don’t  delay  a  minute. 

V/nla  for  this  Big  Off  3  rat 

Drop  us  n  line  or  send  us  your  name 
on  a  postal  card  and  we  will  send 
you  absolutely  Free,  our  wonderful 
style  book,  containing  dnsena  of  earn* 
pl»s  and  fashion  plates  to  choose  from 
Write  New.  Everything  sent  Fro. 
and  pestage  prepaid. 

THE  PROQRKS6  TAILORING  CO. 

Dept.  374  CHICAGO 


Qua;  ivy 


and  Fit 


3uaran 


usd 


IRRESISTISIiE.  CHARMINS 

“LADY  LOVE”  PREPARATIONS 


RDUfifc 

merit  i*mor«  °f  r»Bned  >a»r.».  Tx»  pr— »  tlx 

.SHrrrT:!  a  i 

•  i  j 
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if  not  tang \  Gaj  frf*  HkwFwiWr 

£1  ertilyi Lady A  •  ~ 

MT.  soar  *  rtarv/MK  col.  st’iiia.'TT \ 


BOYS  AND  GIRLS  AUTO 

Real  Gasoline  3  H.  P.  En-  CBiFFI 
gine.  Built  for  Boys  &  Girls  sTiLL! 


Cun  be  The  Owner  of 
Thi*  Dandy  Auto  With¬ 
out  One  Cent  of  Cost. 

|:is  is  the  new  Culver  Racer,  built  espe- 
ly  for  my  boy  and  girl  friends.  It  is  right 
.»>  Vo  the.  minute  in  design  and  workmanship. 
Rubber  tires,  wire  wheels,  air-cooled  engine.. 
Perfectly  safe  for  a  child  of  7  years.  No  com¬ 
plicated  parts  to  get  out  of  order.  You  can 
learn  to  drive  it  in  one  hour.  I  want  to  ad¬ 
vertise  my  business  among  the  boys  and  girls 
and  if  you  will  help  me  and  do  as  I  say  you 
can  have  a  Culver  Racer  free  and  prepaid  at 
my  expense.  I  have  given  away  several  of 
these  autos  and  have  several  more  to  give  free 
to  deserving  boys  and  girls.  This  auto  will  car¬ 
ry  two  passengers  and  will  travel  35  to  60  miles 
on  one  gallon  of  gasoline.  I  will  also  award 
hundreds  of  other  prizes. 

Specifications  of  Culver  Racer 

Ignition-High-tension  magneto;  direct  connected  to 
crank  shaft  of  motor.  Carburetor— Float-feed  type. 
Very  efficient  and  simple.  Transmission— Friction  type. 
No  noisy  gears  to  cut,  grind  or  strip.  Axles— Front  and 
rear  axles  are  11-2  tubing  of  750  lbs.  capacity.  Brakes— 
Equalizing  contracting  brake  on  jack  shaft  6  inch  diam., 
1-mch  face,  lined.  Wheelbase— 86  inches.  Tread— 36 
Inch.  Road  Clearance.— 71-2  inches.  W  heels— Nick- 
ed-plated  wire  wheels  and  hobs.  T  wo  radial  ball-bearings 
in  nub.  Tires— 20  x  2  inch,  standard.  Clincher  type. 
Steering  Gear— Direct  tortion;  reliable. 


Will  Travel  60  Miles  on 
One  Gallon  of  Gasoline 


You  can  now  have  an  Automobile 
to  drive  around  all  day  and  dream 
about  all  night.  You  can  use  your 
auto  to  run  errands,  deliver  pack¬ 
ages  or  carry  papers. 

I  want  to  advertise  these  Culver  Racers 
in  every  town  and  if  you  help  me  and  do 
as  I  say  you  can  have  a  Culver  Racer  free. 
I  mean  every  word  I  say,  so  rush  me 

YOUR  NAME  AND  ADDRESS 

and  just  as  soon  as  I  get  your  name  I  will 
tell  you  how  to  get  one  free  of  cost — it’s 
easy — it’s  free  and  I  mean  every  word  I  say. 


CY  SEYMOUR,  Manager  Dept.  85 ,  BATAVIA,  ILLINOIS 


I 


FREE™  5  Shooter 

The  Son-of-a-Gun  is  verily  a  very  much  alive  young  shooter.  It  is  harmless 
because  it  does  not  emit  bullets  but  squids  of  water — five  rapid-fire  shots  I  Then 
reload  easily.  ' 

A  sharp  squirt  of  water  has  a  tingle  that  will  make  a  rowdy  jump  and  will 
cause  a  cheeky  dog  to  run  away  howling.  , 

If  yeu  are  going  gunning  for  some  scamp,  you  might  put  a  few  drops  of  ink  In  the 
water.  If  you  Intend  shooting  at  a  lovely  mtild,  try  a  little  perfume — she  will  be  surprised 
and  then  delighted.  Shoot  a  cat  with  milk.  The  feline  will  leap  Into  the  air,  then  realize 
joke,  lap  the  milk  from  her  fur  and  be  happy!  For  a  troublesome  dog  use  soapy  water, 
and  the  smarting  of  it  In  the  eyes  will  make  the  yelping  canine  behave  in  the  future. 

The  Son-of-a-Gun  has  no  rubber  bulb  to  deteriorate  and  spoil;  it  will  keep  in  good  condition  for  rapid- 
fire  liquid  shooting,  requiring  no  care  beyond  keeping  clean. 

The  >n-of-a-Gun  will  be  sent  FREE  for  selling  ten  packets  of  our  famous  MARVEL  MENDER  at  a 
dim*  apiece  Send  us  $1.00.  We  will  forward  the  10  packets  with  this  wonderful  pistol;  all  postpaid.  You 
can  ea-’ly  sell  the  Marvel  Mender  (needed  In  every  home  and  by  all  men  and  women),  thereby  getting  back 
the  dollar  you  invest.  If  you  haven’t  a  dollar  handy,  ask  someone  to  lend  it  to  you  to  be  repaid  in  a  few 
d»vs  Send  cash  money-order  or  stamps.  War  Stamps  accepted. 

’  Do  not  lose  this  great  chance.  Wc  are  the  actual  suppliers  of  these  Son-of-a-Gun  "DAISY”  Pistols. 
Get  the  genuine  from  us  FREE.  Don’t  foil  to  enclose  the  dollor.  Address. 

ALBRO  SOCIETY,  Inc.,  ::  AK-103,  Station  F,  ::  NEW  YORK,  N.  Y. 


Cigarette  Habit 


How  to  Overcome  It  Quickly  and  Easily 


TJulttt  you  hare  been  exceptionally  careful 
tbo  cigarette  habit  ha*  a  bold  which  you 
can r.  fj\  shake  off  by  will  power. 

The  Ixr*  of  the  cigarette  is  powerful.  I* 
it  •- r. •  nicotine  that  is  poisoning  your  system, 
nsix.r.g  you  nervous,  heart  weak,  dyspeptic, 
ey«  (trained  and  irritable? 

Are  jm  troubled  with  sleeplessness  at  night 
ar.d  d'iliaeae  in  the  morning  until  you  have 
4 -1  yonr»»’f  h  the  nicotine  of  cigarettes 
♦r  >  pe,  or  chewltuf  toba-co!  They’re  all  the 
•a  *  you  know. 

O'.r#  yorr  poison-saturated  body,  from  your 
pt  *  ye  -rm\f  skin  right  into  yeor  pale  yel¬ 


lowish  liver,  a  chance  to  be  free  from  the 
mean  slavery  of  nicotine. 

Get  rid  of  the  vicious  habit.  Lengthen 
your  life.  Become  contented  and  spread  hap¬ 
piness  among  others.  Enjoy  tranquillity  com¬ 
bined  with  forceful  thought  and  real  efficiency. 

I  know  what  will  conquer  the  tobacco  habit 
in  three  days.  You  gain  th-e  victory  com¬ 
pletely  and  privately  at  home. 

My  new  book  will  be  very  interesting  to 
you.  It  will  come  to  yon  in  a  plain  wrapper 
free,  postpaid.  You  will  be  surprised  and 
delighted  if  you  write  to  Edward  J.  Woods, 
WT  103,  Station  F,  New  York,  N.  Y. 


Df  IPI  E*  rWlM  f*-i  “  box  of  OH  of  Koreln  capsules  at  the  drug  store;  follow 

uuudll  '—I  HI”  directions.  If  you  wish  a  small,  handsoino  chin  and  attractive  figure. 


Set 


In 

solid  Gold 


Sot 

Ifi 

Solid  Qoid 

Send  Ymr  Name  and  We’ll 
Send  You  a  Ladmile 

T'sON’T  send  *  penny.  Juat  tend  yeor  nam<*  and  nay-.  **Sendme 

•  ?  *  Mounted  In  a  Sv  liJ  cold  rlrtr  on  10  du>b’  fr«a 

trial.  Yv  3  will  eepi  It  prepaid  ■  Ifrht  to  your  home.  When  It 
cornua  merolv  deposit  **  76  with  the  postman  and  the  n  wear  the 
nnRfor  JO  full  d:<ys.  I»  you,  or  It  any  of  yottr  friends  car#  felt 
It  from  a  diamond,  s.v..ij  ft  i>/ick.  Hut  if  you  (iuciiio  to  buy  it 
—•end  uo  fii.oC  a  *uonth  until  $18.75  han  b«eu  paid. 

WTrit#*  Sond  your  name  now.  Tell  ua  which  of  the 

m  ji  i  *  K«tid  old  riMKM  illustrated  above  you  wish 

(ladles  or  men  a).  Be  pure  to  a.  iid  ringrer  aiat* 

Narcld  Lachman  Co.,  12  N.  Michigan  A v. .Dept.  ?Gf)9  .Chicago. 


INVISIBLE 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

’'sj  GENUINE  Photo’s  of  women 
in  different^poBes.  When  receiv¬ 
ed  through  the  mail  they  oeem 
pieces  of  Blank  Paper  but  in 
a  f  ew  seconds  and  at  no  cost  to 
you,  they  can  be  turned  into  real 
Photographs.  Boys!  They  ore 
classy  Pictuies.  We  send  you 
3  for  10  els  by  mail.  10  for  25  ct 
No  2  alike.  Crown  Nov.  Co. 
DepLSSjamfordConm 


FREE 


Secret  Lock- 
)  et  and  Neck 
Chain,  Pen- 
d»nt and 
Neck  Chain, 


imitation  Wrist  Watch  with 
adjustable  leather  strap  and 
buckle  and  these  four  love¬ 
ly  Rings.  All  given  Free  to 
anyone  for  selling  only  1 
of  our  Jewelry  Novelties  at 
10c  each.  Fresh  from  factory. 
Be  In  fashion. 

C.  M.  DALE  MFG.  CO 
Provide**®,  R,  I. 


00  PANTS 


maim  m 

E V2E&S 

_  j  Not$1.00,  noteven 
to  you  under  oux  easy 
charges  for  fancy  styles, 
toms,  pearl  buttons,  a!9  FREE, 
buy  a  suit  or  pants,  before  you  take  another 
order,  get  our  free  samples  and  wonderful 
new  offer.  All  other  Agents  wit  la  too,  Ask 
for  the  big,  new  different  tailoring  deal.  Costa 
nothing,  write  today.  Address 

KNICKERBOCKER  TAILORING  CO 

D*pt  68  Chicago,  ILL. 


$1.00  Earn  $1.00 


Write  for  12  of 
Our  Famous  Art 
Pictures.  Sell  for 
25c  each.  When  sold  send  us  $2.00  and  keep 
$1.00.  S.  NAP-  CO.,  961  East  23d  St.,  Brook¬ 
lyn,  N.  Y. 


fANrFRK  ana  Tumors  Successfully  Re- 

moved.  Testimonials  and  Health 
Herald  Free.  Pay  after  the  treatment.  Ad¬ 
dress  Dr.  E.  O.  Boynton,  Fitchburg,  Mass. 


ASK  BOIES— He’s  Got  ’Em 

Animals.  Birds,  Poultry,  Pigeons,  Pheasants, 
Dogs,  Rabbits  and  Pets  of  all  kinds.  Catalog 
listing  over  600  kinds  with  valuablefeedingand 
breeding  chart  10c.  P.OIES  illustrated  book  on 
Rabbits,  best  published.  25c.  Raise  Rabbits  for 
us.  We  pay  40c.  pound,  live  weight. 

Boies  Pet  Stock  Farm,  Box  240,  Millbrook,  N.  Y. 


Attention,  Ambitious  Boys ! 

Boys,  you  can  make  good  money  each 
month  selling  THE  BOYS’  MAGAZINE. 
Write  us  to-day  for  5  copies.  Send  no  mocey. 

THE  SCOTT  F.  RED  FIELD  CO., 

Dept.  A- 10 1,  Smcthport,  Pa. 


Become  slander.  graceful, 

attractive.  Ho  hoalthicT.  "OPPJ*^ 
cheerfol ••  fiM  longer.  KflEl 
BOOK  tell*  how  toiretrid  of  ovor-falnos»  by nlwasnnt,  niqjnle  method. 

Ylrlt*  Koreln  Company,  NB-601,  Station  F,  New  York  City. 


NEW  SCIENTIFIC  WONDER 

K  ' 


PRICE 

liiC.  Sll.VIS  ONtY.  g|(J  p 

tttfW/C  Ton  apparent 

Stone.  my  oliloet.  Roe  Unties 
trick  F*i*R  with  Meh  X  Ray. 

MAMIIL  MFC.  CO.  Depi  13.  NEW  HAYCK.  COWL 


LITTLE  AD5 


Write  to  Scott  &  Scott,  Inc.,  Advertising  Offices,  144  East  32nd  Street,  New  York  City, 
or  29  East  Madison  Street,  Chicago,  for  particulars  about  advertising  in  this  magazine. 


AGENTS 

WE  START  YOU  FREE.  Sell  best  Laundry  Tablet. 

Waahes  clothes  without  rubbing.  Sample  free.  L. 
A  Knight  Co.,  1 4 4  Market  St.,  St.  Louis,  Mo. _ 

POWER INE  IS  E8UAL  TO  GASOLINE  AT  5  cts.  a 
gallon.  Salesmen  and  agents  wanted.  ExclusiYe  ter¬ 
ritory  granted.  Powerlne  la  guaranteed  to  be  harmless, 
to  remora  and  prerent  carbon,  doubling  the  life  of  all 
gasoline  motors,  taring  repairs,  adding  snap,  speed  and 
power.  An  amount  equal  to  20  gallons  of  gasoline  will 
be  sent  to  any  address  in  the  U.  S..  charges  prepaid, 
for  II.  W.  Porter  Barnes.  Dept.  10.  Santa  Boss.  Cal, 

AIDS  TO  EFFICIENCY 

MEET  YOUR  RESPONSIBILITY.  New  developments. 

Make  efficiency  count.  Our  wonder  working  Sales¬ 
manship  and  Efficiency  course  helped  25.000  last  year 
to  better  their  positions.  It  will  help  you.  Write 
to-day.  Knox  School  of  Salesmanship  and  Business 
Efficiency,  Engineers  Bldg.,  Clereland.  <)■ _ 

BE  A  DETECTIVE.  Opportunity  for  men  and  women 
for  secret  lnrestlgation  in  your  district.  Write  C.  T. 
Ludwig.  52i  Westorer  Bldg.,  Kansas  City,  Mo, _ 

ASTROLOGICAL 

YOUR  FUTURE  FORETOLD.  Send  dime,  age,  birth- 
date  for  trial  readings.  I  shall  please  you.  Dr. 
Christensen.  Box  732 -SS,  Toledo,  Ohio. _ 

ASTROLOGICAL  READING  GIVEN  WITH  KEY  to 
health.  10  cts. ;  glre  your  birth  date.  Worth  $1. 
Joseph  Derere,  AA123  Madison  St..  Chicago. 

~~  AUTOMOBILES 

FORDS  START  EASY  IN  COLD  WEATHER  with 

our  uew  19li»  carburetors;  34  miles  per  gallon.  Use 
cheapest  gasoline  or  half  kerosene.  Increased  power. 
Styles  for  any  motor.  Very  slow  on  high.  Attach  it 
yourself.  Big  profits  to  agents.  Money-back  guarantee. 
38  days'  trial.  Air-Friction  Carburetor  Company,  172 
Madison.  Dayton,  Ohio. 

MORE  POWER.  LESS  FUEL,  NO  CARBON.  No 

mystery,  plain  facts.  '  results  guaranteed.  Write  for 
booklet  SO  No-Le.tk-U  Piston  Ring  Co..  Baltimore,  Md. 

BOOKS  AND  PERIODICALS 

THE  OOLOGIST  IS  THE  ONLY  PUBLICATION  In 

America  devoted,  to  the  Interest  of  those  making  col¬ 
lections  of  eggs  of  North  American  birds,  its  columns 
are  tilled  with  advertisements  from  parties  desiring  to 
exchange  such  specimens,  also  each  issue  contains  many 
Interesting  articles  and  notes  on  the  birds  that  the  Boy 
Scout  eees  In  his  tramps  and  camps  In  the  woods. 
Subscription  50  cts  per  year.  Sample  copy  free.  Ad¬ 
dress  Oologlst.  Dept.  SS.  T.acon.  Ill. 

REAL  LIVE  BOOKS  FOR  REAL  LIVE  PEOPLE. 

Lists  free,  J.  S.  Sheridan.  417  E.  151st  St..  N.  Y. 

RARE.  SECRET  AN  D  MYSTERIOUS  BOOKS  from 
all  parts  of  the  world;  not  obtainable  from  any 
other  publisher;  secret*  Freemasonry  exposed,  shows 
candidate’s  dress,  grips,  lodgeroom.  signs,  etc.  First 
J  degrees.  284  pages.  85  Illustrations  (paper).  89c. 
(cloth)  $1.22;  Freemasonry  Illustrated,  first  7  degrees, 
640  pares  (paper)  $1  40.  (cloth)  $1.90;  Chapter  Ma¬ 
sonry.  $1.45;  Capt.  Morgan's  Froemasonry,  45c;  Scotch 
Rite  Freemasonry,  4th  to  33d  degrees  (1,038  pages,  2 
volumes),  paper.  $2.50;  cloth.  $3.50;  Knight  Templars. 
S41  pages  (paper!  90c.  (cloth)  $1.93;  Mystic  Shrine 
Freemasonry  (paper)  60c.  (cloth)  95c;  Mah-hah-bone, 
*90  pages,  $1  79;  Eastern  Star.  90c;  Masters’  Carpet. 
406  pages  (cloth)  99c;  History  Elks,  $3.45;  Knights  of 
Columbus.  95c;  Odd  Fellows  Exposed  (paper)  $1.25. 
(cloth)  $1.90:  Rebekahs.  53c;  Red  Men,  56c:  Macca¬ 
bees.  60c;  Patriarchs  Militant.  60c:  Knights  Pythias 
«9c;  Orange.  52c:  Woodmen  57c;  Forresters,  60c;  Pri¬ 
vate  Sex  Lessons  of  Physician,  $1.40:  Sex  Secrets.  $2; 
Sex  Force.  $1.40:  Psychopathic  Sexualis.  $3.50;  History 
of  Prostitution.  $3.60;  Social  Evil  In  Chicago.  $2  23; 
Sexual  Life  of  Women,  $3.00;  Woman,  $3.09;  Sexual 
Question,  $2.95;  Book  of  Hindu  Ceremonial  Magic, 
$2.50:  Secret  of  Success.  70c:  Life  Beyond  Death,  $1.40; 
information  for  Girls,  65c;  Information  for  Young 
Men.  70c:  Yogi  Water  Cure.  80c:  Philosophies  and 
Religions  of  India.  $2.00;  Mystery  of  Sexei,  $1.90: 
Medical  Hypnotism  and  Suggestion.  $1.45;  Clairvoy¬ 
ance.  $2.50;  Personal  Magnetism.  $2.10:  After  Death, 

•  1-5 :  Art  Magic,  $1  90;  Power  of  Concentration,  $2; 
Memory  Training.  $2.50:  Sexual  Disasters,  $2:  Science 
•f  New  Life.  $2.10;  Psychic  Phenomena.  $2  50  ;  Suc¬ 
cessful  Salesmanship  $1.75;  Laws  of  Health  and  Pros¬ 
perity.  $1.60:  How  to  Get  What  You  Want.  70c;  6th 
and  7th  Books  of  Moses.  $1.25.  Why  not  order  several 
books  now?  Enclose  10c  extra  for  big  catalog  bargains. 
Rome  of  these  hooks  are  only  few  of  a  kind  so  rush 
your  order  to-day.  McCarthy’*  Big  Book  Emporium, 
1236  Arthur  Are  Cblckgo.  Ill. 

BUSINESS  OPPORTUNITIES 

|l  DOES  IT.  RESULTS  COUNT.  Profits  may  proye 
$200  or  more  monthly.  Bank  references  furnished. 
We  Invite  thorough  Investigation.  Maps,  reports,  es¬ 
tablished  facts  FREE  Address,  Sourlak#  Texas  Oil 
Co  .  *17  D*  Menll  St.  Louis  Mo. 

SILVER  MINES  MAKING  MILLIONAIRES  through 
small  Investments.  Address  Midwest  Inv.  Buretu 
(50  Roston  Block.  Minneapolis.  Minn. 


LIBERTY  BONDS.  We  pay  full  cash  value.  Absolute 
reliability.  Send  registered  mail  lo  Commercial  Fi¬ 
nance  Co..  505  World  Bldg..  New  York  City. _ 

jrDOES  IT.  GET  OUR  BANK  references.  We  invite 
a  thorough  Investigation.  That's  ull  we  ask.  RE¬ 
SULTS  COUNT.  $1  few  months  gets  Warranty  Deed 
to  land;  interest  in  co-operauvo  well;  participation 
in  entire  sub-division  earnings.  May  pay  $.00  or 

more  monthly.  Maps,  reports,  established  facts  FREE. 
Addrcsa,  Sourluke,  Texas  011  Co.,  De  Menll,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

GAIN  8  per  cent,  and  other  profits  by  small  invest¬ 
ment;  pay  in  at  easy  convenience.  Start  on  road  to 
wealth.  Wonderful  opportunity.  Write  for  particulars. 
Prove  for  yourself.  Liberty  liog  and  Sheep  Association, 
216  So.  LaSalle  St..  Dept,  SS,  Chicago. _ 

COINS  AND  STAMPS 

100  ALL  DIFF.,  incl.  Cuba.  Peru,  Egypt.  Greece;  per¬ 
forated  gauge,  album.  Only  10  cts.  Offer  always  good. 
C.  M.  Gibbs.  S-8922  Juniper  St.,  Los  Angeles.  Cal. 

PAY  good  for  coins.  Send  15c  for  reliable  book  show¬ 
ing  prices  paid.  Boessler,  East  Orange.  N.  J. 

STAMPS:  105  mixed,  incl.  China,  etc.,  2  cts.;  Album 
(500  pictures),  3  cts.  Bullard.  No.  20,  Sta.  A.  Boston. 

FREE.  8  diff.  Canada  War  Stamps  to  approval  appli- 
cants.  R.  F.  Robinson,  Winnipeg.  Canada. 

STAMPS.  50  VARIETIES,  Transvaal,  Brazil,  Peru, 
Cuba,  Mexico,  etc.,  and  Album,  10  cts.  1,000  mixed. 
40  cts.  60  different  U.  S.  25  eta.  1.000  hinges.  10 
cts.  List  Free.  I  buy  stamps.  C.  Stegman,  5937 
Cote  Brillanle,  Dept.  SS,  St,  Louis,  Mo. 


CORRESPONDENCE  TUITION 

STUDY  JOURNALISM.  20  Complete  Lessons  only  $1. 
Other  courses.  Write  Efficiency  Library.  New  Egypt,  N.  J. 

DETECTIVES  MAKE  BIG  mToN  E Y !  Travel  and  see 

the  country.  We  Instruct  you  at  nominal  ce»t.  Either 
sex.  Write  for  free  booklet.  American  School  of  Crimiu- 
ology.  Dept.  M,  Detroit.  Mich, _ * _ 

FOR  THE  HEALTH 

REDUCE  WEIGHT  HAPPILY.  If  you  are  too  fat. 

send  for  interesting  book  telling  the  best  way  to 
become  slender,  healthier  and  beautiful.  Sent  in  plain 
envelope.  Korein  Company,  NB-601,  Sta.  F,  New  York. 

TOBACCO  HEART.  If  smoking  Is  affecting  your  heart 
or  if  it  is  weakening  your  eyes,  conquer  tobacco  habit 
now  and  avoid  early  death  or  blindness,  a  fate  that 
has  befallen  many  others.  Quit  without  drugs  and 
Improve  health  wonderfully.  MacLevy'a  method  la  highly 
praised.  If  cured  you  pay  us  only  $1.  If  not  cured, 
costs  you  not  a  cent.  Writs  for  it  to-day.  Albro 
Society,  AA-601,  Station  T,  New  York. 


MORPHINE  AND  LIQUOR  habits  successfully  cured 
at  home.  Send  stamp  for  booklet  of  information. 
Dr.  Quayle’s  Sanitarium.  Madison.  Ohio. 


LADIES.  Triumph  Pills  are  dependable  and  safe. 
Write  for  ''Relief'  and  particulars.  Address:  Na- 
tional  Medical  Institute.  Dept.  SS,  Mllwaukae. _ 

HELP  WANTED 

U.  8.  GOVERNMENT  wanfs  help.  Wen.  women,  18  or 
over.  War  preparations  compelling  thousapds  appoint¬ 
ments.  $100  month.  Easy  clerical  work.  Short  h<un«. 
Vacations  with  par.  Common  education  sufficient.  Write 
Immediately  for  list  and  description  of  positions.  Frank¬ 
lin  Institute.  Dept.  P-103,  Rochester.  N.  Y. 


THOUSANDS  MEN-WOMEN,  18  or  over,  wanted  Im¬ 
mediately.  U.  S.  Government  war  positions.  $100 
month.  Easy  clerical  work.  Write  Immediately  for 
free  list  of  positions  open.  Franklin  Institute.  Dept. 
P  155.  Rochester,  N.  Y. 

LADIES  WANTED,  and  MEN,  too.  to  address  envel¬ 

opes  and  mail  advertising  matter  at  home  for  large 
mall  order  firms,  spare  or  whole  time.  Can  make 
$10  to  $35  wkly.  No  capital  or  experience  required. 
Book  explains  everything:  send  10  cts.  to  cover  postage, 
etc.  Ward  Pub.  Co.,  Box  77,  Tilton,  N,  H. _ 

MUSICAL 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  write  music 
and  guarantee  publisher’s  acceptance.  Submit  poems 
on  war,  love  or  any  subject.  Chester  Music  Company. 
536  So,  Dearborn  St.,  Suite  249,  Chlcaro,  Illinois 

MUSIC  COMPOSED  to  yonr  words  or  song  $2.00,  by 

musical  experts.  Bauer  Bros.,  Oshkosh.  Wls. 

WRITE  THE  WORDS- FOR  A  S0NG~  We  compose 
music,  secure  copyright  and  submit  copies  to  leading 
publishers.  Submit  poems  now — examination  free. 
Broadway  Studios.  165  C  Fitzgerald  Bldg.,  New  York. 

PERSONAL 

YOUR  LIFE-STORY  IN  THE  STARS.  Rend  birth 
date  and  dim*  for  trial  reading.  You’ll  be  delighted. 
Address,  .Tanns.  712  Fountain  Place.  Kansas  City.  Mo. 

MARRY  RICH.  Hundreds  anxious;  description  list 
free  Satisfaction  guaranteed.  Select  Club.  Dept 
SS.  Emporia.  Kansas. 


DOUBLE  X-RAY 


•rontlr  ****  thru  cloth  or  wood.  Sew  bonca  In  the 
brdy,  rnakoa  the  Heads  look  transparent.  A  optical 
Uni  non.  By  mail  10  etc*,  three  for  88  cl*  PoatMtl 
Ardve  Co.  Box  £Z7  Stamford  fl| 


MARRY  IE  LONELY.  FOR  8PECOY  MARRIAGES 

nut  club;  very  succeesful;  bn>,  la/wet  ns  m 
established  12  yeais.  ti.uusarvia  w««lu.jt  wlauiiu 
marriage ;  confidentially ,  descriptions  free  Otd 
Club,  Mr*.  WruDel,  732  MadjKin.  Oakland,  CaL 

GET  MARRIED.  Best  maulmunial  magazine  pubii 
Mailed  free.  A  merit  an  Distributor,  Blal-erille,  fa. 


MARRY;  M. 

Morrison,  ; 


ny  lUctL  Partlr 
053  W.  Holien. 


liars  for  stamp. 
Seattle.  Waali. 


WIDOW,  30,  worth  $37,000,  income  $5,000  yearly 
many  others  anxious  to  marry.  Mrs.  Warn,  HltC 

Temple  8c_  <8S),  I.os  Angeles,  CaL 

PHOTOGRAPHY 

KODAK ERS.  How  would  you  like  to  obtain  a  9x11 
enlargement  of  your  beet  negative*  free?  Drop  ui  a 
card  now  asking  about  it.  Films  developed  10  c  » 
per  roll.  Print*.  3.  4  end  5  cu.  each.  Ford’s  Fji* 
Studio.  R’.emburg.  Wash. 

BEST  DEVELOPING,  printing  in  country.  Fend  $1 
for  circulars  or  2oc  and  roll  for  sample  de  rluyt  t 
and  printing.  Quick  service.  Bare  bargain*  in  ueej 
cameras.  Miles  IC.  Greenwood.  Mr  Irene.  Mast 

STAMMERIN  G  | 

ST-STU-T-T-TERING  and  stammering  cured  at  home. 

Instructive  booklet  free.  Walter  McDonnell,  13  lo  to¬ 
rn  ac  Bank  Building,  Washington,  D.  C. 

WANTED  TO  BU Y 

WANTED  TO  BUY  typewriters,  any  make.  Give  de¬ 
scription.  M.  M.  Selde.  142  E.  32d  Sc.  New  York. 

WANTED  AT  ALL  TiMES.  Bed.  Cross.  Black  foze*7 
Coon;  also  pelts  of  all  kinds.  1  will  pay  lo  per 
cent,  more  than  any  one.  Write;  try  me.  U.  L.  'loud  s 
Dept.  SS.  MUltowu,  N.  B.,  Canada. 


WE  BUY  old  gold,  diamonds,  watches,  pialtnum.  siher, 
jewelry.  We  will  pay  up  lo  $35  per  set  for  discarded 
false  teeth  (broken  or  not).  Cash  sent  at  once— goods 
held  5  to  15  days  and  returned  at  our  expense  If  offer 
is  refused.  Certificate  granted  us  from  Slate  of  W  i»- 
eonsln.  Absolutely  responsible,  liberal  and  reliable.  Ad¬ 
dress:  United  States  Smelting  Works.  Inc.,  401  Oo.d- 
smith  Bldg,,  Opp.  P.  O..  Milwaukee.  Mis, _ 

BEAR  OIL  wanted,  genuine  only:  good  price.  Stas 
quantity  you  havo  and  where  obtained.  J.  H.  Brit¬ 
ts  ircl50East  32  d  St..  PD-2.  New  York. 


MISCELLANEOUS 

SELL  "PERSHING  IN  FRANCE.”  Great  war  picture. 

Big  patriotic  hit.  Make  $10  daily.  Regular  25  cent*. 
Sample  only  10  cents,  prepaid.  Send  now.  Address: 
Publisher  .School  News.  New  Egypt.  N.  J. 


WHEN  DO  FISH  BITE  BEST?  The  Old  Fisherman's 

Calendar  tells  when.  Go  on  the  right  davs.  Make 
biggest  catches  I  Send  23  els.  to-day  to  O.  F.  Calends 
Box  946  H.  Sts..  Springfield.  Mass.  — 


YOU  CAN  MAKE  GOOD,  durable  paltiu  and  varnish  , 
15  cents  gallon.  Write  for  deuiia.  Enmielmaun  ’ 
Bros.  Manufacturing  Co..  Dept.  J.  Indiana  polls.  Ind. 


PICTURES.  Real  photos  from  life.  Fascinating 

Art  Models  poses.  Sample  "Bathing  Girl"  and  cat* 
log.  10  cents.  Simpson  Co..  Wheeling.  W.  Va 


DEN  PICTURES.  "I'M  READY”  and  “ARTISTI A.»d 

15  cts.  Both  2"  cts.  You'll  be  mightily  pleased! 
Garvey.  Dept.  SS.  Randolph.  Mass. 


100  BEAUTIFUL  POSTCARDS  and  pictures  10c  Tay- 

lor  Co..  3820  Lim-pin  Ave..  East  St.  Loui*.  I1L 

TWENTY  PRETTY  POSTCARDS  and  big  catalog  10c. 

Dnrso.  Dept.  39.  25  Mulberry  St..  N.  Y.  City 


MYSTERIOUS  PENCIL.  Writes  message;  answers  your 

private  questions.  Brings  happiness.  Sample  free. 
Dr.  Martin.  411  West  Ferry.  Buffalo.  N.  Y. 


BIG  MAIL.  Want  to  receive  itl  Send  only  6  cts 
stamps.  Astonishing.  A.  A  Henry,  Ixmetv*  Tex. 


BOYS!  Build  Aviation  Tyi>e  Speedster  Easy  to 
make  at  small  cost.  Speed  35  miles  per  hour. 
send  quarter  for  plans.  Aerocar  Co..  Racine.  Wta. 

FUR  TANNING.  How  to  do  It.  Big  profits.  Free 
Information.  \V.  W.  Weaver.  Reading.  Mich. 


MAGIC  Catalog  with  500  Illustration*  of  1.000  trick* 
escapes,  etc.,  postpaid.  14  cts.  Small  catalog.  2  eta! 
Hornmann  Trick  Co..  470  Eighth  Ave  .  New  Yovk. 

C<imnnr/1L  y?ur  i,,t0  *  motorcycle.  Wruriof 

important  free  information  Stcfffjr  life  Co  5023 
Brown  St..  Dept.  SS.  ^Philadelphia.  Pa 

T  AT 00  I N  G  OUTFITS.  UK  ctricai  and  hand - 

J  nHn<TcmVelhMT  for  “amp.  rrof. 

J.  H.  Ternfce.  517  Central.  O..  Cincinnati  Ohio. 

"I’M  RE9DY”  and  “MISS  FATIMA"  *n  fascinating. 

"ibSWlr‘  «  h  kfr1,  Prlce  15  ct*  **ch;  both 
rts-  *■  8ob  h*k  Pro*..  Dunning,  in. 


W”Y  A  POST  CARD  EXCHANGE?'  Collectors  our 

Sr*.  ^MoW  M 

mi 

PltTn*°/!irfAY8i  WA?*TE?'  Big  demand.  We  buy.  wit. 
».  ,-£*  ,'d  Detail*  free.  Writ*  C.  W.  Harviso* 

ft  Co..  39  Brimroae  Are..  Hamilton.  Ontario 

L*°Jf8'40S'cMK  "?8,E"Y  all  dw» 

no  u  p,'r'  r*S  r*lr*  11  Prepaid.  Trocgef 

Hose.  83,»  Broadway,  Pert  S.H  New  Yotk  n»x 


BOYS  AND  GIRLS  rani  a  lot  oif  monex  a-  l  ne  I 

65**novelUes  rk^  made  up  J 

ill--  "?r  15  «•»*■ ••  or  both  lot*  25  ct*  J 

Eloenig.  nos  (  entral  Avt..  Dept.  SS.  Baltimore’  Md. 


PwBooKFREE 


PbotMay  Mssi  Bring  J25  to  S2mSL 

thonuhte*' 

In  *p*r*  tun*.  He  pr*«tou*  *mp*e>..(e* 


nrwve  eotm* 


WILD  WEST 


* - LATEST  ISSUES - 

P07  Yonng  Wild  Went  at  Death  Divide;  or.  Arietta’s  Great  Fight. 
80s  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Scarlet  Seven;  or,  Arietta's  Daring 
Leap.  e . 

809  Young  Wild  West’s  Mirror  Shot;  or  Rattling  the  Renegades. 

810  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Greaser  Gang;  or.  Arietta  As  a 

Spy. 

811  Young  Wild  West  Losing  a  Million;  or.  How  Arietta  Helped 

Him  Out. 

812  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Railroad  Robbers;  or.  Lively 

Work  In  Utah.  A 

813  Young  Wild  West  Corrallng  the  Cowpunchers;  or.  Ariettas 

Swini  for  Life. 

814  Young  Wild  West  "Facing  the  Music";  or.  The  Mistake  the 

Lynchers  Made. 

*15  Young  Wild  West  and  "Montana  Mose”;  or.  Arietta’s  Mes¬ 
senger  of  Death. 

*lfl  Young  Wild  West  at  Grizzly  Gulch;  or,  The  Shot  That  Saved 
the  Camp. 

*1T  Young  Wild  West  On  the  Warpath;  or.  Arietta  Among  the 
Arapahoes. 

US  Young  Wild  West  and  "Nebraska  Nick**;  or.  The  Cattle 
Thieves  of  the  Platte. 


822 

823 

824 

825 

826 

827 

828 

829 

830 
631 
832 
633 


*19  Young  Wild  West  sad  the  Magic  Mine;  or.  How  Arietta 
Solved  a  Mystery. 

S  Young  Wild  West  ss  s  Cavalry  8eout;  or.  Saving  the  Settlers. 
Yeung  Wild  Weet  Beating  the  Bandits;  or.  Arietta's  Best 


oung 

Shot. 


634 

635 
83d 


WEEKt 


Young  Wild  West  and  "Crazy  Hawk  :  or.  The 
Last  Raid.  . 

Young  Wild  Went  Chasing  the  Cowboys;  or.  ArW-tta 
Lariat  Queen. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Treacherous  Trapper;  or.  !><*t 
the  Great  North  Woods. 

Young  Wild  West’B  Dash  to  Deadwood;  or.  Arietta  and  tl 

Kidnapers. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Silver  Scoop;  or.  Cleaning  L'p  a  lluudi 

Thousand. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Oregon  Outlaws;  or,  Arietta  ss 

"Judge”. 

Y'oung  Wild  West  and  "Mexican  Matt";  or.  Routing  tl 
Rawhide  Rangers. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Comanche  Queen;  or.  Arietta  A»  Ar» 
Archer. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  "Gold  Ring”;  or,  The  Flashy  Five 
of  Four  Flush. 

Young  Wild  West's  Double  Rescue;  or.  Arietta's  Race  wltii 
Death. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Texas  Rangers;  or.  Crooked  Work 
On  the  Rio  Grande. 


Young  Wild  West’s  Branding  Bee;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Cow 
Punchers. 

Young  Wild  West  and  His  Partner’s  Pile,  and  How  Arietta 
Saved  It. 

Yonng  Wild  West  at  Diamond  Dip ;  or,  Arietta’s  8eeret  Foe. 
Young  Wild  West’s  Bockhorn  Bowie,  and  How  It  Saved  HI* 
Partners. 


Per  tale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  raeelpt  of  prlee,  6  cents,  per  copy  la  money  or  postage  stamp*,  by 


1 


HARRY  a  WOLFF,  Publisher. 


166  West  23d  St,  New  York. 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

«r  th«M  weeklies  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  eanjbe  obtained  from  the  publishers  direct.  Write  out 
and  fill  in  your  Order  and  send  it  with  the  prlee  of  the  weeklies  you  want,  and  the  weeklies  will  be  sent  to  you  by  return 
f\  mail.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN - - 


THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 


OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 


Ns.  41.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELEC¬ 
TRICITY. — A  description  of  the  wonderful 
utec  of  electricity  ana  electre  Magnetism;  to¬ 
gether  with  full  Instruction!  lor  snaking 
Electr10.Toys,  Batteries,  stc.  By  George 
Trebel,  a.M.,  M.D.  Containing  over  fifty  Il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  41  HOW  TO  BREAK,  BIDE  AND 
DRIVE  A  HORSE. — A  complete  treatise  on 
the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road; 
also  valuable  recipes  for  diseases  peculiar  to 
the  horse. 

No.  4#.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  BAIL 
CANOES. — A  handy  book  for  boys,  contain¬ 
ing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
and  the  most  popular  manner  or  sailing 
them.  Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE.— Giving  rules 
for  conducting  debates,  outlines  for  debates, 
questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best 
sources^  for  procuring  Information  on  the 
question  given. 

V  No.  80.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND 
ANIMALS. — A  valuable  book,  giving  instruc- 
7  tions  In  collecting,  preparing,  mounting  and 
preserving  birds,  animal*  and  insects. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH 
CARDS. — Containing  explanations  of  the 
general  principles  of  slelght-of-hand  appli¬ 
cable  to  card  tricks;  of  card  trick*  with 
ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring  slelght- 
of-hand  ;  of  tricks  Involving  slelght-of-hand, 
or  the  use  of  specially  prepared  cards,  il¬ 
lustrated.  w 

No.  82.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS. — Glvl»g 
the  rules  and  full  directions  for  plaving 
Euchre,  Crlbbage,  Casino,  Fortv-Flve, 
Bounce,  Pedro  Sancbo.  Draw  Poker,  Auction 
Pitch,  All  Fours,  ana  many  other  popular 
games  of  cards. 

Ne.  63.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS— A 

wonderful  little  boek.  telling  you  how  to 
write  to  your  sweetheart,  yeur  father,  moth¬ 
er,  sister,  brother,  employer;  aad.  in  fact, 
everybody  and  anybody  you  wish  to  write 
to. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE 
PETS.— Giving  complete  Information  as  to 
the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds 
of  pets;  also  giving  full  Instructions  for 
making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by 
twenty-eight  illustrations. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS 
AND  COINg. — Containing  valuable  Informa¬ 
tion  regarding  the  collecting  aad  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  Illus¬ 
trated. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  EN¬ 
GINEER. — Containing  full  instructions  hew 
to  become  s  locomotive  engineer;  slso  direc¬ 
tions  for  building  s  model  locomotive’  to¬ 
gether  with  a  full  description  of  everything 
an  engineer  ahoald  know 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealer*,  or  will  be  soot  to 
FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 


No.  SO.  HOW  TO  BKCOME  A  PHOTOG¬ 
RAPHER. — Containing  useful  information 
r*fiardlng  the  Camera  and  hew  to  work  it ; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lan¬ 
tern  Slides  sad  other  Traasparencies.  Hand¬ 
somely  Illustrated. 

No.  II.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST 
POINT  MILITARY  CADET —Explains  how 
to  gain  admittance,  course  of  Study,  Exami¬ 
nations  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post  Guard 
Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all 
a  boy  should,  know  to  be  a  cadot.  By  Lu 
Senarens. 

Ne.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL 
CADET.— Complete  Instructions  of  bow  to 
gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval  Acad¬ 
emy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruc¬ 
tion,  description  of  grounds  and  buildings, 
historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  this 
United  States  Navy.  By  Lu  Senarens.  ^ 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL 

MACHINES. — Containing  full  directions  for 
making  electrical  machines,  induction  coils, 
dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked 
by  electricity.  By  R.  A.  R.  Bennet.  Fully 
illustrated. 

No.  65.  MULDOON’S  JOKES.— The  most 
original  Joke  book  ever  published,  and  it  is 
brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It  contains  a 
large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums, 
etc.,  of  Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  hu¬ 
morist,  and  practical  Joker  of  the  day. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.— Con¬ 
taining  over  three  hundred  interesting  puz¬ 
zles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same  A 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL 
TRICKS. — Containing  a  large  collection  of 
instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical 
tricks,  together  with  illustrations.  By  A. 
Anderson. 

No.  6*.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL 
TRICKS. — Containing  over  one  hundred 
highlv  amusing  and  Instructive  tricks  with 
chemicals.  By  A.  Anderson,  Handsomely 
Illustrated. 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT-OF- 
HAND. — Containing  over  fifty  of  tb©  latest 
and  best  trick*  used  by  magicians.  Also 
containing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully 
Illustrated. 

Ne.  M.  MOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOTS  — . 
Containing  full  directions  for  making  Magic 
Toys  and  devices  of  numy  kinds.  Fully  Il¬ 
lustrated. 

No.  71.  MOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL 
TRICKS. — Containing  complete  Illustrations 
for  performing  -  r«r  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks. 
Fully  Illustrated 

7*.  ROW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS 
WITH  CARDS. — Embracing  *11  of  tbe  latest 
and  moot  deceptive  eard  tricks,  with  lllus- 
tratlona. 

say  address  on  receipt  of  price,  10c  per  copy. 


No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH 
NUMBERS. — Showing  many  curious  tricks 
with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  74.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS 
CORRECTLY. — Containing  full  Instructions 
for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  subjt->*^ 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition 
with  specimen  letters. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJURER 
—Containing  tricks  with  Dominoes.  Dice 
Cups  and  Bails/  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY 
THE  HAND. — Containing  rules  for  telling 
fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand,  or 
the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of 
telling  future  events  by  aid  of  moles,  marks 
scars,  etc.  Illustrated. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS 
WITH  CARDS. — Containing  deceptive  Card 
I  ricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurer* 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amuse¬ 
ment.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART. 
— Containing  a  complete  description  of  tbe 
mysteries  of  Magic  and  Slelght-of-hand  to¬ 
gether  with  many  wonderful  experiments 
By  A.  Anderson.  Illustrated. 

No  79.  BOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR. 

Containing  complete  Instructions  how  tc 
make  up  for  various  characters  on  the  stage- 
together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Man- 
Prompter,  Scenic  Artist  and  Property 

No.  80.  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK — 

tb*  JokM-  *necdotes  and 

funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  Ger¬ 
man  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages;  handsome 
colored  cover,  containing  a  half-tone  photo 
of  the  author. 

H<>W  TO  MESMERIZE— Contain¬ 
ing  the  most  approved  method  bf  mesmer- 
*nlm£1  jaasnetism,  or,  magnetic  heal- 
***°  Hugo  Koch.  A  C.S..  au¬ 
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